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Spoken by Mr. / IL XS. 


HE N Strife diſturbs, or Sloth corrupts an Age, 
Keen Satyr is the Buſineſs of the tags. 

| When the Plain-Dealer writ, he laſh*d thoſe Crimes, 

Mich then inſeſted moſt the modiſh Times: 

But now, when Faction ſleeps, and Sloth is fled, 

And all our Youth in active Fields are bred; | 

| When.thre' Gat at-BRITAN's fairextenſive Round, 

The Trumps of Fame, the Notes of UN1on ſound, 

"When ANN A's Sceptre poinss the Laws their Courſe, 

And her Example gives her Precepts Force: 

There ſcarce is room for Satyr; all our Lays 

Muſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praiſe : 

But as in Grounds beſt cultivated, Tares 

And Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears; 

Our Product ſo, fit for the Field or School, | 

Muſt mix with Nature's Favourite Plant ——a Fool, 

A Weed that has to twenty Summers ran, 

Shoots up in Stalk, and Vegetates to Man. 

Simpling our Author goes from Field to Field 

4 nd culls ſuch Fools as may Diverſion yield; | 

nd, Thanks to Nerure, there's no want of thoſe, 

or Rainor Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows, 

ollies to Night we ſhew u er laſh'd before, 

et ſuch as Nature ſhews you ev ry Hour; 

or can the Pictures give a juſt Offence, 

or Fool; are made for Feſis to Men of Senſe. 


NT ö 


PROLOGUE 


4 m * ts. tes. A. 


 Dramatis Perſonæ. 
| ME N. 
Two Gentlemen of 
Aimwell, broken Fortunes, / Mr. Mills. 


the firſt as Maſter, 


Archer, and the ſecond as Mr, Wilks, 
Servant. 


A French Officer | 
Count Bellair, Priſoner at Litch- > Mr. Bowman. 


field. 
| A Coumry Block- | 
S.allen, 4 <5. to 5 Mr. Verbruggen, 
Wife. | 
A Gent] 
Fm. 1 fl . Mr. Keen. 
A Prieſt, Chaplain 
Foigard, to the French Of- 7 Mr. Bowen. 
ficers. | 
A Higway-man, Mr. Cibber, | 
2 His Companions. 
Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bullock. 
: Servant to Mr, Sullen. Mr. Norris. 
An old, civil, Coun- . ; 
try Gentlewoman, 


2 that cures all her 
Lady Dou ) Neighbours of all Mrs. Powel. 


Diſtempers, and 
fooliſhly fond of 
| her Son Sullen, 
Dorinda, L. Bountiful's Daughter. Mrs. Bradſhaw 
Mrs. Sullen, Her Daughter in-Law. Mrs. Oldfield. 
Gip ey. | Maid to the Ladies. Mrs, Mills. 


The Lanilord's 
Cher ry, 


Daughter in the Nu. Bignal. | 
Inn, 


SCENE, LITCHFIELD. 


— 


1 
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BE AUX STRATA GEN. 


ENS 
SCENE, An Inn. 


Enter Boniface running. 


w Cherry ; 


all aſleep ? all dead? 


Enter Cherry running. 
(her. Here, here. Whyd'ye baul fo, 
Father? d'ye think we have no Ears? 
Bon. Vou deſerve to have none, you 
young Minx :—— The Company of the 


Hamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daughter: 


Warrington Coach has ſtood in the Hall this Hour, and no 
Body to ſhew them to their Chambers. 
Cher. And let em wait, Father; there's neither Red- 


Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. 


Bon. But they threaten to go to another Inn to Night. 
Cher. That they dare not, tor fear the Coachman ſhould 
over-turn them to Morrow. Coming, coming: Here's 


the Lenden Coach arriv'd. 
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Enter ſeveral. People with Trunks, Band. boxes, and othev- 


Luggage, and cro;s the Stage. 
Bon, Welcome, Ladies. 

Cher. Very welcome, Gentlemen... Chamberlain, ſhew 
the Lyon and the Roſe, 
Enter Airawell in a riding Habit, Archer as Foutman, 

carryiag a Portmanteau. 

Bon. This way, this way, Gentlemen. 

Aim. Set down the Things; go to the Stable, and Tee 
my llorfes welt rubb d. 

Arch. I ſhall, Sir. [ Exits 

Aim, You're-my Landlord, I ſuppoſe? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old Will, Boniface, pretty well 
Known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 

Aim. O] Mr. Bon iface, your Servant, 


Ben. O, Sir,-—what will your Honour pleaſe to drink, 


as the Saying is? 


Aim. I have heard your Town of Litchfield much fam'd 


for Alc, I think; I'll taſte that. * 

Bon. Sir, I have now in my Cellar ten Tun of the beſt 
Ale in vraffordſpire; is {ir.ooth as Oil, tweet as Milk, clear 
as Amber, and ſtrong as Brandy; and will be juſt fourteen 
Year old the fifth Day of next March, Old Stile. 

Aim, You're very exact, I find, in the Age of your 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, asTam in the Age of my Chil- 
dren: I'll ſhew you ſuch Ale Here, Tapſter, broach 
Number 1706, as the Saying is; — Sir, you ſhall taſte my 
Anno Domini--—I have liv'd in Li:chfield, Man and Boy, 
above eight and fifty Years, and; | believe, have nat con- 
ſura'd eight and fifty Ounces of Meat. 

Aim. At a Mea), you mean, it one may gueſs your Senſe 
by your Bulk. | 

Ben. Not in my Lite, Sir, I have fed purely upon Ale; 
"9 eat my Ale, drapk my Ale, and 1 a 

e. 

Enter Tapſter with a Bottle and Glaſs... 


Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee (filling it out.) Your Worfhip's. 
Health: (Drink) Ha! delicious, delicious--— fancy it. 


Burgundy, only fancy WY 'tis worth ten Shillings a 


Aim. 


[ Bxit with the Company.. 


ways ſleep upon. 
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Aim. (Drinks.) *Tis confounded ſtrong, 
Bon. Strong! it muſt be ſo, or how ſhould we be ſtrong : 
that drink it ? | 
2 im. And have you liv'd ſo long upon this Ale, Land- 
? 

Bon Eight and fifty Years upon my Credit, Sir ; but it* 
kid my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying is. 

Aim. How came that to paſs? | | 

Bon. I don't know how, Sir; - ſhe would not let the Ale 
take its natural Courſe, Sir ; ſhe was wor qualifying it eve- 
Ty now and then with a Dram, as the Saying is; and an 
honeſt Gentleman that came this way from Ireland, made 
her a Preſent of a dozen Bottles of Uiquebaugh—— bur the 

or Woman was never well after : Bur, howe'er, I was 
oblig'd tothe Gentleman you know. 
Aim. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 

Bon. My Lady Bountiſul ſaid ſo— She, good Lady, did 
what could be done; ſhe curea her of three Tympanies, 
but the fourth carry'd her off; but ſhe's happy, and Im 
contented, as the Saying is. 

Aim. Who's that Lady Bountiful, you mention'd ? 

Bon.'Ods my L fe, Sir we'l drink her Health. (Drizks.). 
My Lady Benni ul is one of the beſt of Women: Herlaſt 
Husband, Sir Charles Bountiful, lett her worth a Thou- 
ſind Pound a Year: and, I believe, ſhe lays out one half 
on't in charitabie Uſes for the good of her Neighbours; ſhe 
cu es Rheumariſms. Rupturesand broken Shins in Men; 
Green Sickneſs, Obftrucions, and fits of the Mother in 
Women; — The King's Evi, Ch:n-cough, and Ch lblains 
in Children: In ſhort, ſhe has cured more People in and a- 
bout Litchfeld within ten Years, than the Doctors have 
kul d in twenty; and that's a bold Word. 

Aim Has the Lady been any other way uſcful in- her 
Generation ? | 

Bon. Yes, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt For: une: 
She has a Son too, by her firſt Husband, Squire Sullen, who 
marry'd a fine Lady trom Zondon t'other Day; if you pleaſe, + 
Sir, we'll drink his Health. ws 
Aim. What fort of Man is he? 


8 A4 Bon 
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Ban. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough; fays- little; 
thinks leſs, and does, nothing at all, faith: But he's a 
Man of great Eſtate, and values no Body. 

Aim. A Sportſman, I ſuppoſe, | 

Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a Man ot Pleaſure; he plays at Whisk, 
and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours together ſome- 
times. 

Aim. And marry'd, you ſayx ? 

Bon. Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir— But he's a 
He wants it here, Sir. (Pointing to his Forehead. 

Aim. He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. That's none ot my Buſineſs; he's my Landlord, 
and ſo a Man, you know, wou'd nat — But] cod, he's 
no better than Sir, my humble Service to you, ( Drinks.) 
Tho! I value not a Farthing what he can do to me: I pay 
him his Rent at Quarter-day; I have a good Running- 
Trade; I have but one Daughter, ard 1 can give her 
But no matter for that. 

Aim. You're very happy. Mr. Boniface; pray, what 
other Comp. ny have you in Town? 

Bon. A power of fine Ladies; and then we have the 
French Officers, 8 

Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of thoſe 
Gentlemen: Play, Ee da you like their Company ? 

Bon. So well, as the Saying 1s, that I could wiſh we had: 
as many more of 'em; they're full of Money, and pay 
double for every thing they have; they know, Sir, tha 

we paid good round Taxes far the taking of em, and: 
ſo they are willing to reimburſe us a little; one of em 
lodges in my Houte. | 

Enter Archer. 
Arch. Landlord; there are ſome French Gentlemen be · 
low that ask for you. 
Bon. I'll wait on 'em :— Does your Maſter ftay long in 

Town, as the Saying is? (To Archer, 
Arch. I can't tell, as the Saying is. 

Bon. Come from london? 

Arch. No. ; 

Bon. Going to London, may hap? 

Arch. No. S 4 
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| Bin. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Worſhip's Pardon} · 
| El wait on you in halt a Minute. | (Exit. 
Aim. The Coaſt's clear, | fee, Now, my dear Ar- 
cher, welcome to Litchfield, 8 
Arch. I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. - 
Aim. Iniquity! prithee, leave Canting; you need nos 
change your Style with your Dreſs. 

Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimwell , for 'tis ſtill my 
Maxim, that there is no Scandal like Rags, nor any Crime + 
ſo ſhametul as Poverty. | 

im. The World confeſſes it every Day in its Practice, 
tho' Men wont own it for their Opinion: Who did that 
worthy Lord, my Brother, ſingle out of the Side-box to 
{up with him t'other Night? 
Arch. Jack Handicraft , a handſome', - well-dreſs'd , - 
mannerly, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Company 
in Town. 1 . | 4 
Aim, Right; and, pray, who marry'd m Mans 
ſanghter t'other Day, the cen Fortane? 1 
| Arch. Why, Nick Marrabone, a profeſs'd Pick- pocket, 
| and a good Bowler; but he makes a handiome Figure, and 
Tides in his Coach that he formerly uſed to ride behind. 

Aim. But Cid you obſerve poor Jack Generous in tho 
Park laſt Weck? ; 

Arch. Yes, with his Autumnal Perriwig, ſhading his 
melancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing but its Fa- 
ſhion, with one Hand idle in his Pocket, and with the 
other picking his uſeleſs Teeth; and tho' the Mall was 
cCc̃rouded witn Company. yet was poor Fack as lingieand + 

| {olitary as a Lyon in a Deſurt. | 

q Aim, And as much avyo ded, for no Crime upon Earth + 
but the want of Money. 

4 Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt not be poor; Idle- 

neſs is the Root of all evi; the World's wide enough, les 

**m buſtle: Fortune has taken the Weak under her Prote- 
| ction, but Men of Senſe are left to their Induſtry, | 
Aim. Upon which Topick we proceed, and, Ithink, 
luckily hitherto; wou'd not any Man ſwear now, that L 
am a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, when if our in- 
trinſick value were known —— 


l 
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Arch. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinſick Value: 
who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of ourſelves, whoſeWorth 
is independenc of Accidents in Lite, or Revolutions in Go- 


vernment; we have Heads to get Money, and Hearts to. 


{ſpend it. 

Aim. As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as willing 
Tits asany within twenty Degrees; but I can have no great 
Opinion of our Heads from the Service they have done us: 
hitherto, . unleſs it be that they brought us trom London hi- 
ther to Litchſield, made me a Lord, and you my Servant. 

Arch. That's more than you cou d expect already. But 
what Money have we left? 

Aim. But two hundred Pound. 


Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, Oc. why, we - 


have very.good Fortunes now for moderate People; and 
let me tell you, that this two hundred Pound, with the Ex- 


perience that we are now Maſters of, is a better Eſtate than 


the Ten we have ſpent. Our Friends indeed began to 
ſuſpect, that our Pockets were low, but we came off with 
flying Colours, ſne wd no Signs of Want either in Word 
or Deed. 


Aim. Ay, and our going to Bruſſels was a Pretence 


enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, I warrant you, 
our Frieids imagine, that we are gene a Vo'untecring. 


Arch. Why, faith, if this Proſpect fails, it muſt een 


come to that. Iam for venturing one of the Hundreds, if 
you will, upon this Knight-Errantry; but in caſe it ſhould 
fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome Counter- 


ſcarp. where we may die as we livid, ina Blaze. 


Aim. With all my Heart; and we have liv'd juſtly, 4A 


Cher; we can't ſay that we. have ſpent our Fortunes, but 
that we have enjoy dem. 


Arch. Right; ſo much Pleaſure for ſo much Money; 


we have had our Pennyworths; and had I Millions, I 


wou'd go to the ſame Market again. O London, London ! 
well, we have had our Share, and let us be thankful : Paſt 
pleaſures, for ought I know, are beſt, ſuch as n ſure 


ot; thoſe to come may difappoint us. 


Aim. It has often griey'd the Heart of me, toſſee hova 
ſome inhumane Wretches murther their kind Fortunes ;. 


zhok chat by ſacrificing tg one Appetite, ſhall * 
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the reſt, —You ſhall have ſome hat live only in theirPalates, 
and in their Senſe of Taſting ſhall drown the other Four? 
Others are only Epicures in appearances, ſuch who ſhall 
ſtarve their Nights to make a Figure a Days, and famifh 
their own to feed the Eyes of others: A contrary Sort con- - 
fine their Pleaſuresto the Dark, and contract their ſpacious 
Acres to the Circuit of a Muff- ſtring. 

Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that Spot where 
they conſume em, and 1 think, your kind Keepers have 
much the beſt on t; for they indulge the moſt Senſes by 
one Expence, there's the Seeing, Hearing, and Feeling, 
amply gratify d,; and ſome Philoſophers will tell you, that 
from ſuch a Commerce, there ariſes a ſixth Senſe, that 
2 infinitely more Pleaſure than the other five put to- 

ther. 

Aim. Arid to pas to the other Fxtremity of all Keepers, 
I think thoſe the worſt that keep their Money. 

Arch. Thoſe are the moſt miſerable Wights in Being, . 
they deftroy the Rights of Nature, and diſappoint the 
Bleſſings of Providence: Give me a Man that keeps his five 
— been and bright as his Sword, that has em always 
dravvn out in their juſt Order and Strength, with his Rea» 
ſon, as Commander at the Head of 'em, that detaches' em 
by turns upon whatever Party of Pleafure agreeab'y offers, 
and commands em ta retreat upon the leaſt Appearance of 
Diſad vantage or Danger: For my part, I can ſtick to 
my Bottle, while my Wine, my Company, and my Rea» 
ſon hold good; 1 can be charm'd with Sappho's Singing, 
withour falling in Love with her Face: I love Hunting, 
but wou'd not, like Acton, be eaten up by my own Dogs 
I love a fine Houſe; but let another keep it; and juſt ſo - 
love a fine Woman. 

Aim. In that laſt Particular you have the better of me. 

Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amorous Puppy, that I'm - 
afraid you'll ſpoil our Sport; you can't counterfeitthe Pat-- 
ſion without feeling it. 

Aim. Tho' the whining Part be out of Doors in Town, 
tis ſtill in Force with the Country Ladies: And let me 
tell you, Frank, the Fool in that Paſſion tha l out- do the 
Kaye at any time. | 


Arch. ; 
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Arch. Well, I won't diſpute it now; you command for 


the Day, and ſol ſubmit :—At Nottingham, you know 
I am to be Maſter. # 

Aim. And at Lincoln, I again, 
Arch, Then, at Norwich, I mount, which, I think, 
ſhall be our laſt Stage; for, if we fail there, we'll embark 
for Holland, bid n, to Venus, and welcome Mars. 

Aim, A Match! (Enter Boniface.) Mum. | 

Bon. What will your Worſhip pleaſe to have for Supper 

Aim. What have you got? 

Bon. Sir, we have a delicate Piece of Beef in the Pot, 
and a Pig at the Fire. 

Aim. Good Supper-meat, I muſt confeſs I can't eat 
Beef, Landlord. 

Arch. And l hate Pig. | 
Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrah, do you know who 
you are? 

Bon, Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe ; I have every 
thing in the Houſe. 

Aim. Have you any Veal? 

Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate Loin of Veal onIed- 
neſday laſt. 

Aim. Have you got any Fiſh or Wildfowl? 

Bon. As for Fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an inland Town; 
and indiff.rently provided with Fiſh, that's te Truth on't; 
and then tor Wildfowl-—We have a delicate Couple of 
Rabbets. 

Aim. Get me the Rabbets fricaſy'd. 

Bon. Fricaſy d! Lard, Sir, they il eat much better ſmo- 
ther'd with Onions. 

Arch. P(haw ! damn your Onions. 

Aim. Again, Sirrah!—-Well, Landlord, what you 
plcaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Money, and 
your Hcui- is {o tull of Strangers, that I believe it may be 
fafer in your Cuſtody than mine; for when this Fellow of 
mine gets drunk, he minds aothing.— Here, Sirrah, reach 
me the ſtrong Box, | 

Arch. Yes, Sir, this will give us Reputation. (Aſide. 

; (Brings the Box. 

Aim. Here, Landlord, the Locks are ſea ed down both 
for jon Securi:y and mine z it holds ſomewhatabove Two 

hundred 
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hundred Pound; it you doubt it, I'll count it to you after 
Supper; but be ſure you lay it where ! may have it at a Mi- 

nute's Warning; for my Affairs are a little dubious at pre- 
ſent; perhaps 1 may be gone in half an Hour, perhaps 1 
may be your Gueſt till the beſt part of that be ſpent; and 
pray order your Oſtler to. keep my Horſes always fadled $-: 

ut one thing above th: reſt I muſt beg, that you would 
let this Fellow have none of Jour Anno Domini, as you 
call it—for he's the moſt inſufferable Sot Here, Sirrah, . 
light me to my Chamber. (Exit, lighted by Archer. 

Bon, Cherry, Daughter Cherry. ; 25 

| Enter Cherry, 
Cher, D'ye call, Father ? | 

Bon. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for the Gen3- 

tleman, tis full of Money. £ 
Cher. Money! all that Money, why ſure, Father, the 
Gentleman comes to be choſen Parliament- man. Who is 


? 

Bon. I don't know whatto make of him; he talks of 
Keeping his Horſes ready ſadled, and of going perhaps at a 
Minute's Warning, or of laying perhaps till the beſt part 
of this be ſpent. 

Cher, Ay! ten to one, Father, he's a Highway-man. 

Bon. A Highway- man! upon my Life, Girl, you have 
hit it, and this Box is ſome new purchaſed Booty. Now, 
cou'd we find him out, the Money were ours. | 

Cher. He don't belong to our Gang. 

Bon. What Horſes have they? 

Cher. The Maſter rides upon a Black. 

Bon. A Black! ten to one the Man upon the black Mare 
and ſince he don t belong to our Fraternity, we may betray 

him with a ſafe Conſcience: I don't think itlawfulto har- 
bour any Rogues but my own. —Look'e, Child, as the 
Saying is, we muſt go cunningly ro work; Proofs we 
muſt have; the Gentleman's Servant loves Drink. I'llply 
him that way; and ten to one loves a Wench, you mult 
work him tother way. , 


* Cher, Father, wou'd you have me give my Secret for 
his. 


Bon, 


= 
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Bon. Conſider, Child, there's two hundred Pound te- 
boot, ( Ringing wi haut.) Coming, coming._—.Child, . 
mind your Buſineſs. (Exit. 

Cher. What a Rogue is my Father! my Father ! I deny 
it, _My Mother was a good, generous, tree-hearted Wo- 
man, and I can't tell how far her good Nature might have 
extended for the good of her Children. This Landlord of 
mine, or I think I can call him no more, would betray his 
Gueſt, and debauch his. Daughter into the Bargain, by 
aFootman too! 


Enter Archer, 
Arch. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy as to - 
be the Subject of your Contemplation? 

Cher. Whoever he is, Friend, he'll be but little the bet» 
ter for't. | : | 

Arch. Thope fo, for, I'm ſure, you did not think of me. 

Cher. Suppoſe I h:d? 

Arch. Why then you're but eyerrwith me; for the Mi- 
nutel camein, I was conſi der ing in what Manner I ſhould : 
make Loveto you. | 

Cher. Love to me, Friend! 

Arch. Yes, Child, 

Cer. Child! Manners; if you kept a little more di- 
ſtance, Friend, it would become you much better. 

Arch. Diſtance! good Night, Sauce - box. (Going. 

Cher. A pretty Fellow ! Ilike his Pride, —Sir, pray Sir, 

u ſee, Sir, (Archer returns.) I have the Credit to be in- 
truſted with your Maſter's Fortune here, which ſets me a 
Degreeabove his Footman; I hope, Sir, you an't afffonted. 

Arch. Let me look you full in the Face, and I'll tell you 
whether you can aff;:ont me or no... S'death, Child, you 
Have a Pair of delicate Eyes, and you don't know-what to 
do with em. 

Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every Body? 

Arch. Ay, but if ſome Women had 'em, they wou'd k 
kl every ody Prithee inſtruct me, I wou'd fain make 
Lo ve to you, but I don't know what to ſap. 

Cher. Why, did you never make Love to any Body be- 


* * o 2 . * 2 
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tore? ; 

Arch. Never to a Perſon of your Figure, I can aſſure 
JW. Madam; my Addreſſes have been always confin'd to 
. People 
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People withia my own Sphere, I never aſpir'd ſo high 
before, 

But you look ſo bright, | 

And are dreſsdſo tight, e. (Sings... 


4 Cher. What can I think ot this Man? (Afzde.) Will you 
give me that Song, Sir? a 
ö Arch. Ay, my Dear, take it while it is warm. (Kiſſes 
her.) Death and Fire! her Lips are Honey-combs. 
| Cher. And I wiſh there had becn Bees too, to have 
ſtung you for your Impudence. 
Arch. There's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Fenus, that 
has done the Buſineſs much betrer. 
Cher. This Fellow is misbegotten as well as I. (Aſide.) 
What's your Name, Sir? | 
Arch. Name! 1 gad, I have forgot it. (A.) Oh! 


a Martin. | 
1 Cher. Where were you born ? . 
Arch; Jn St. Martin's Pariſh. 
p Cher. What was your Father? 
. Arch. St. Martin's Pariſh. 
f Cher. Then, Friend, good night. 
Ach. I hope not. 
: Cher. You may depend upon't. 
Arch. Upon what? 
-* _ Cher. That you're very impudent. 
Arch. That you're very handſome, 
Cher. That you're a Footman. 
Arch. That you're an Angel. 
Cher. I ſhall be rude. 
Arch. So ſhall I. 
Cher. Let go my Hand, 
| Arch, Give mea Kiis. (Kiſſes hen 
| (C ill without, Cherry, Cherry. 
Cher. I'm— My Father calls; you plaguy Devil, hob 
+ durſtyou.ſtop my Breath ſo? Offer to follow me one 
Step, if you dare. (Exit. 
Arch. A fair Challenge, by this Light; this is a pretty 
' fir opening ofan Adventure; but we are Knight-Errants,. 


.- and{o Fortune be our Guide. (Exit. 
j We End of the Fir AC T. | 
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SCE N E, A Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Hoxſe;”- 


Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. - 
Dor. fOrrow, my dear Siſter; are you for Church this 
Morning. n 

Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone can 
help me: But 1 think, Dorinda. there's no Form of Prayer 
in the Liturgy againſt bad Husbands, 

Dor. But there's a Form of Law in Dofors-Commons z 
ard I ſwear, Siſter Sullen, rather than ſee you thus conti- 
nually diſcontented, I would adviſe you to apply to that: 
For beſides the Part that I bear in your vexatious Broils, as 
be ing Siſter to the Husband, and Friend to the Wife, your 
Examples gives me ſuch an Impreſſion of Matrimony, that 
1 ſtall be apt to condemn my Perſonte a long Vacation all 
its Life. But ſup poſing. Madam, that you brought it to a 
Caſe of Separation, what can you urge againſt your Huſ- 
band? My Brother is firſt, the moſt conſtant Man alive, 

Mrs. Sul. The moſt conſlant Husband, I grant ye. 

Dor. He neyer ſleeps from you, 

Mrs. Sul. No, he always ſleeps with me. 

Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your Qua- 
lity. 

Mrs. Sul. A Maintenince! do: you take me, Madam, 
for an Hoſpital Child, that I muſt fit down, and bleſs my 
Benefa&tors, for Meat, Drink, and Cleaths? As I take it, 
Madam, | brought your Brother Ten thouſand Pounds, 
out of which 1 might expect ſome pretty things, call'd 
Fleatures. 

Dor. You ſtare in all the Pleaſures that the Country 
aftords. | 

Mrs. Sul. Country Pleaſures! Racks and Torments! | 
doſt chiuk, Child, chat my Limbs were made for leaping Bl 
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of Ditehes, and clambering over Stiles; or that my Parents 
wiſely foreſceing my future Happineſs in Country Plea- 
| Cares, had early inſtructed mein rural Accompliſhments of 
'*# drinking fat Ale, playing at Whisk, and ſmoaking Tobac- 
co with my Husband ; or of ſpreading Plaiſters, brewing. 
of Diet-drinks, and ſtilling Roſemary-Water, with the 
c old Gentle woman my Mother-in Law? 
Dor. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in our 
Power to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our En- 
tertainments were a little more polite, or your Taſte a 
VUuttle leſs refin d: But, pray, Madam, how came the Poets 
hie and Philoſophers, that labour d ſo much in hunting after 
Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a Country Life ? 
Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted Money, Child, to find 
jet out the Pleaſures of the Town: Did you ever ſee a Poet 
or Philofopher worth Ten thouſand Pound? If you can 
new me ſuch a Man, Ill lay fifty Pound you'll find him 
i! } ſome where within the Weckly Bills,.——Not that I diſap- 
prove rural Pleaſures, as the Poets have painted them; in 
as * their Landſchape, every Phillis has her Coridon, every mur- 
muring Stream, and every flowry Mead gives freſh Alarms 
laat to Love. Beſides, you'll find that their Couples were ne- 
ver marry'd:—— But yonder 1 ice my Coridon, and a ſweet 
| Swain it is Heaven knows... Come, Dorinda, don't be 
5 angry, he's my Husb and, and your Brother; and between 
| both is he not a ſad Brute? p 
Doy. I have nothing to ſay to your Part of him, you're. 
the beſt Judge. 
Mrs. Sul. O Siſter, Siſter! if ever you marry, beware 


— of aſull-n, ſilent Sot, one that's always muſing, but never 
| thinks. There's ſome D.verfion in a talking Blockhead; 
n, and ſince a Woman mult wear Chains, I wou'd have the 
A Pleaſure of hearing em rattle alittle. Now you ſtall ſee, 
t, . buttakethisby theway;—-He came home this Morning 


l | at his uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me out of a ſweet 
4 4 Dream ot cs ge elſe, by tumbling over the Tea- Table 
which he broke all to Pieces; after his Man and he had 


3 rowl'd about the Room, like ſick Paſſengers in a Storm, 
4 he comes flounce into Bed, dead as a Salmon into a Fiſhe 

$2 monger's Basket; his Feet cold as Ice, his Breath hot as 2 

1 Furnace, and his Hands and his Face as greafic as his Fan- 


nen 


444 +. wASSIS 12d" at 


Yu The Beaux Stratagem. 


nen Night- Cap Oh Matrimony! He toſſes up the 
Cloaths with a barbarous ſwing over his Shoulders, diſar- 
ders the whole Oeconomy of my Bed, leaves me half nak- 
ed, and my whole Nights Comfort is the tune ful Serenade 
of that wakeful Nightingale, his Noſe. O the Pleaſure 
of counting the melancholy Clock by a ſnoaring Husband? 
—— But now, Siſter, you ſha l ſee how handſomely, being 
a-well bred Man, he will beg my Pardon. 
Enter Sullen. 

Sul. My Head akes conſumedly. 

Mrs. Sul. Will you be pleafed, my Dear, to drink Tea 
with us this Morning? it may do your Head good. 


Sul. No. 

Dor. Caffee, Brother? 6 

Sul. Pſhaw. #25 | | 

Mrs. Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs and go to Church 
with me? the Air may help you. 1 

Sul. Scrub. D 

Enter Scrub. 2 * 
Scrub. Six. 


Sul. What Day o th Week is this? 

Scrub. Sunday, an't p caſe your Worſhip. 
Sul. 5unaay ! bring mea Dram; and q'ye hear, ſet out 
the Veniſon-Paſty, and a Tankard of Strong Beer upon the 
H. II- Table PI go to Breakfaſt, (Going, 

Dor. S ay, itay, Proticr, you ſhan't get off ſo; yow 
were very nauzht laſt Nighr, and muſt make your Wife 
Reparatiou; come, come Bret lier, won't you. ask Par- 
don? 

Sul. For what? 

Dor. For being diunk laſt Night. 

Sul. I can afford it, can't 1? 

Mrs. Sul. But Ican't, Sir. 

Sul. Then you may et it alone. 1 
Mrs. Sul. But 1 muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not to be 
dor n. ; : 

Sul. I'm glad on't. 

Mrs. Sul. What is the Reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanely? 

Sul. Scrub. 


Scrub. Sir. 
ak 


or  * a 


_—” * 
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Sul, Get things ready to ſhave my Hoad. (Exit. 
Mrs. Sul. Have a care of coming near his Temples, 
Strub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn the 
Edge of your Razor—lnveteratg Stupidity ! Did you ever 
know ſo bard, ſo obſtinate a Spleen as his? O Siſter, Siſter4' 
I ſhallnever ha' good of the Beaſt til Tget him to Town; 
London, dear Lor don is the Place for managing and break ing 
a Husband. 

Dor. And has not a Husband the ſame Opportunities 
there for humbling a Wife? 

Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, tis a — Maxim in Con- 
jugal N that when a Man wou d enſlave bis Wife. 
he hurries her into the Country; and when a Lady would 
be arbitrary with her Husband, ſhe wheedles her Booby 
up to Town. A Man dare not pay the Tyrant in London, 
becauſe there are ſo many Examples to encourage the Sub- 


ject to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda! a fine Woman may 


do any thing in London: O' my Conſcience ſhe may raile 
an Army ot torty thouſand Men.. | | 

Dor. Tfancy, Siſter, you have a mind to be trying your 
Power that way here in ry. you have drawn the 
French Count to your Colours already, 

Mrs. Sul. The French area Peoplethat can't live without 
their Gallantries. 

Dor. Andiome Engliſh that I know, Siſter, are not 3- 


verſe to ſuch Amuſements, 


Mrs. Sul Well, Siſter, ſince the Truth muſt out, it may 
do as well now as hereafter; I think, one way to rouſe 
my Lethargic K ſortiſh Husband, is to give him a Rival; 
Security begets Negligence in all People, and Men mult be 
alarm'd to make em alert in thei: Duty: Women are l ke 
Pictures, of no Value in the Hands of a Fool, till he hears 
Men ot Senſe bid high for the Purchaſe. 

Dor, This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Under- 
ſtinding were to be con inc'd into a Paſſion for you; but, 
I fancy, there's a natural Averſion of his Side; and I fan- 
cy, Siſter, that you don't come much behind him, it you 
dealt fairly. | 

Mrs. Sul. Townit, we are united Contradictions, Fire 


and Water; But I cou'd be contented, with a great many 


echer Wives, to humour the cenſorious Mob, and give. 
' , t * 
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the World an Appearance of living well with my Husband, 
cou d | bring him but to diſſemble a little Kindnels to keep 
me in Countenahce. | 

Dor. But how do you know, Siſter, but that inſtead of- ; 
rouſing your Husband by this Artifice to a counterfeit 0 
Kindne is, he ſhould awake into a rea; Fury ? 

Mrs. Sul. Let him: If i can't entice kum to the one, 1 
I'wou'd provoke him to the other. ; 

Dor. But how muſt l behave myſelf between ye? 

Mrs. Sul. You muſt aſſiſt me. 

Dor, What, againſt my own Brother? 

Mrs. Sul. He's but #+lalt Brother, and I'm your entire 
Friend: If I goa Step beyond the Bounds of Honour, leave 
me; til! then, I expect you ſhould go along with me in | 
every thing; while | truſt my.Honour in your Hands, you | 
may truſt your Brother's in mine The Couct is to dine 
here to Day. 

7 Dor. Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that I can't like that 
an. 

Mrs. Sul. Vou like nothing, your time is not come; 
Love and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home one 
time or other: You'll pay for all one Day, I warrant ye 
hut come, my Lady's Tea is ready, and tis almoſt 
Church-time. (Exits. 


S&C E N E, The Inn. | 


Enter Aimwell dreß'd, and Archer. 

Aim. And was ſhe the Daughter of the Houſe? 

Arch. The Landlord is ſo blind as to think 10; but I date 
fwear ſhe has better Blcod in her Veins, 

Aim. Why doſt think ſo? | 

Arch, Bec.uſe the Baggage has a pert Fe ne ſcai quoi, ſhe-- 
reads Plays, keeps a Monkey, and is troubled with Va- 

urs. 
W By which Diſcoveries I gueſs that you know 
more of her, | 

Arch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives herſc'f Airs, for 
ſooth, nothing under a Gentlemen. 
Aim. Let me take her in hard, 


e 


| 
Tt 
ed» 


elf, ſpoil your Sport there, and every where elſe; look 


7 , Aimwell, every Man in bis own Sphere. — 
#. Am. Right; and theretore you muſt pimp for your 
Naſter. 

2 Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, after I have ſerv'd 


pyſelf. But to our Buſineſs _—You are ſo well dreſs'd, 
Tom, and make fo handiome a Figure, that 1 fancy you 
ay do Execution in a Country Church ; the exterior Part 
rikes firſt, and you're in the right to make that Impreſſi - 
n favourable. g 
Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn toAd- 
vantage; The Appearance of a Stranger in a Country 


+ he comes into the Cathedral, but a Train of Whiipers runs 
* buzzing round the Congregation in a Moment: — Whois 
+ he? Whence comes he? Do you know him: Then I, 
Sir, tips me the Verger with halt a Crown; he pocketsthe 
Simony, «nd inducts me into thebeſt Pue in the Church, 
I pullout my Snuff. ox, turn myſelf round, bow to the 
Biſhop, or the Dean, if he be the commanding Officer: 
fangle out a Beauty, rivet both my Eyes to hers, jet my 
Mie a bleeding by the Strength of imagination, and ſhews 
the whole Church my Concern, by my endeavouring to 
hide it; after rhe Sermon, the whole Town gives me to 
er for a Lover, and by perſuading the Lady that 1 am a 
Ving for her, the Tables are turn d, and ſhe in good carne 
ſt talls in Love with me. | 
Arch. There's nothing in this, Tim, without a Prece - 
ent; but inſtead of Riveting your Eyes to a Beauty, try to 
fix em upon a Fortune, that's our Buſineſs at preſent, 
aim. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty withautg 


Fortune Let me alone, tor J am a Mark's-man. 
Arch. Tom. 


Aim. Ay. | 
Arch. When were you at Church before, pray ? 
Aim. Um--l wasthereat the Coronation. | 
Arch. And how can you expect a Bleſſing by going to 
Church now 7 | 
Aim. Bleſſing! nay, Frank, Lask but fora Wife. (Ex. 


/ 


| Arch. 
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Arcb. Say one Word more o' that, and I declare my- 


— — 2 


Church draws as many Gazers as a Blazing - Star; no ſooner | 


* 
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Arch. Truly, the Man is not very unreaſonable in his 


Demands. (Exit at the oppoſite Door, 


Enter Boniface and wary 
Bon. Well Daughter, as the Saying is, have you brought 
_— to conte Wy F 
Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting an 
thing out of a Man; I'm but Sg "1 22 Fathes, 
and | don't underſtand Wheedling. 
Bon. Young! why you Jade, as the Saying is, can any 


Woman wheedle that is not young? yeur Mother was 


uſcleſs at five and twenty: Nor wheedle! Would you 
make your Mother a Whore, and me a Cuckold, as the 
Saying is? I tell you, his Silence confeſſes it, and his Ma- 
ſter ſpends his Money ſo freely, and is ſo much a Gentle- 
man every manner of way, that he muſt be a Highway- 


Man. 
Enter Gibbet in à Cloak. 
Gib. Landlord, Land'ord. is the Coaſt clear? 


Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet, v haf“ the News? 
Gib. No matter, ask ro Qu t ons, all fair and honovt- 


able, here my dear Cherry. (Gives her a Bag.) Two hun- 


dred Sterling Pounds, as good as any that ever hang'dor 


fv*'da Rogue; lay em by with the reſt, and here Three 
Wedding or Mourning Rings, tis much the ſame you 
know — Here, two Silver · hilted Swords; I took thoſe 
from Fellows that never ſhew any part of their Swords but 
the Hilts: Here is a Diamond Necklace which the Lady 
hid in the privateſt Place in the Coach, but I found it out: 
This Gold Watch I took from a Pawn-broker's Wife; it 
was left in her Hands by a Perſon ot Quality, there's the 
Arms upon the Caſe. 

- Cher. But who had you the Money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I piticd her From a poor 
Lady juſt elop'd from her Husband; ſhe had made up her 
Cargs, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as ſhe * 
drive; ſhe told me of her Husband's barbarous Uſage, and 


ſo I lett her halt a Crown: But had almoſt forgot, my 


dear Cherry, I have a Preſent for you. 
Cher, What is't? | 
Gib. A Pot ot Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out of a 


Lady's under Pocket, 


Sher 


, 
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Ober. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint? 
is Gib. Why, you Jade, your Betters do; I'm ſure the 
r. Lady that I took it from had a Coronet upon her Handker- 

chief.— Here, take my Cloak, and 80, ſecure the Pre- 
it miſſes. 

Cher. I will ſecure em. (Exit. 
y Bon. But, hark'e, where's Hounſlow and Bagſhot ? 
's Gib. They'll be here to Night. 

Bon. D'ye know of any ether Gentlemen of the Pad on 
” 7 this Road? 1 1 
; Gib. No. 
| Bon. I fancy that 1 have two that lodge in the Houſe juſt 
| now 

Gib. The Devil! How d'ye ſmoak *em ? 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church. 

Gib. That's ſuſpicious, I muſt confeſs, 
Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chamber; he 
pretends to be Servant to the other, we'll call him out, anl 
pump him a little. | 
Gib. With all my Heart. 
Bon. Mr. Martin, Mr. Martin. 1 
Enter Archer combing a Perriwig, and ſinging. 
Si. The Roads arecconſumed deep, I'm as dirty asoid 
' Brentford at Chriſtma.— A good pretty Fellow that; 
whoſe Servant are you, Friend? 
Arch. My Maſter's. 
Gib. Really? 

Arch. Really. _. 

Gib. That's Much. The Fellow has been at the 
Bar by his Evaſions: But, pray, Sir, what is your 
Maſter's Name ? | N 

Arch. Tall, all, dall; (Sings and combs the Perriwig.) 
This is the moſt obſtinate Curl 

Gib. I ask you bis Name? 

Arch. Name, Sir. — Tall, all, dall I never ask d him 
his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now? 1 | 

Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he were befores | 

| Judge: But pray, Friend, which way does your Maſten | 
travel: 

Arch. A Horſeback. | 


Gb, 
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Gib. Very well again, an old Offender right But, 1 
4mean, does he go upwards or downwards ? 
— A 1 I = — Tall, all. 
Gib. I'm afraid my Fate will be a con 
Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, — woe very arch 
This Gentleman is on 1 towards Cheſter, and 
wou'd be pad of your y, that's al Come, Cap- Et 
tain, you! Nay to Night, 1. ppoſe, I'll ſhew you a Cham- Ihe 
ber Come, Captain 
Gib. Farewel, Friend (Exit. 
Arch. Captain, your Servant Captain! a rey Fa: Fel- 
low ; Sdeath. 1 wonder that the js oak the Arm | 
dont e to beat all Scoundrels in Red but their — > 
Enter Cherry. Go 
Cher, Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not liſten i R 
I wou d bave the Merit of the Diſcovery all my own, bo- 
cauſe I would oblige him to love me. (Aſide.) Mr. Mar- C. 
ein, who was that withmy Father ? | 
' N Some Recruting Serjeant, or whip d out Trooper, 


Cher. All's ſafe, Ifind, (Aſide. 
Arch. Come, my Dear, have you'conn'd over the Cate» 
chize I taught you laſt Night:? 


Cher. Come, queſtion me. 
Arch. What is Love? 
Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes I know not 3 
how, and goes 1 know not when. | 
Arch. Very well, an apt Scholar. 
| peat, the Chin. I 


Where does Love enter ? 
Cher. Into the Eyes. 2 
Arch, And where go out ? | 


Cher. | won't telle. 

Arch. What are the Objects of that Paſſion? 
Cher. Youth, Beauty and clean Linnen. 0 
Arch. The Re ſonn: 1 
Cher. The two firſt are faſnionable in Nature, and the 
{third at Court. 

Arch. That's wy Dear; What are the Signs and Tokens 
of that Paſſion 3 


N f * 
Y | Cher . 
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» Vi Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, Words 
- Soprobable, Deſigns impoſſible, and Actions impracti- 
*@able. | | | 
Arch. That's my Child, kiſs me. What muſt 
Lover do to obtain 's Miſtrels ? | 
Cher. He muſt adore the Perſon that diſdains him, he 
Sault bribe the Chambermaid that betrays bim, and court 
he Footman that laughs at him He muſt, he muſt — 
Arch. Nay, Child, I muſt whip you if youdon't mind 
Leſſon; he muſt treat his — SEE 
Cher. O! ay, he muſt treat his Enemies with Reſpect, 
his Friends with Indifterence, and all the World with Com- 
n. tempt; he muſt ſuffer much and fear more; he muſt de- 
fire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he muſt embrace his 
nl Ruin, and throw himſelf away. 
Arch. Had ever Man ſo hopeful a Pupil as mine? 
M3 Come, my Drar, why is Love call d a Riddle? | 
Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee, and 
er tho'a Child, he governsa Man. 


7Yal 


le. © blind? | 

Cher. Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakneſs or Pri- 
vilege of their Art choſe to hide thoſe Eyes that they 
cou'd not draw, | 

Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me again 

And why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child,. govern a Man? 


Cher. Becauſe that a Child is the End of Love. © > 
Arch. And ſo ends Love's Catechiſm. — And now, my 


„D car, we'll go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 
Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin, 
a great deal of Pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye think L 
have learnt by it? 
Arch. What? 
( her. That your Diſcourſe and your Habit are Contra» 


dictions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to believe you a 


Footman any longer. | 
C Arch. Oons, What a Witch it is! 
Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in this Garb ſhall 
83 evertempt me; for tho' I was born to Servitude, i hate it: 
On your Condition, {wear you love me, and then 


Arch. And then we ſhall go make the Bed. 


A 


Arch, Mighty well! And why is Love pictur d | 


You have taken + 


Cher. 
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Cher, Yes. . 

Arch. You muſt knoyy then, that I am born a Gentle- 
man, my Education wa liberal; but I went to London a 
younger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpers, who 
ſtript me of my Money, my Friends difown'd me, and 
now my Neceſſuy brings me to what you lee. 

Cher. Then take my Hand promiſe to marry 
me before you ſleep, and I'll make youMaſter of two thou- 
ſand Pounds. 

Arch. How! 

Cher. Two thoufard Pound that T have this Minute in 
my own Cuſtody; fo throw off your Livery this Minute, 
an I' go find a Parſon, 
Arch. What ſaid you? aTarſon. 
Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? | 
Arch. Scruple! No, no, but two thouſandPound,you ſay? 
Cher. And better. 
Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do? But heark'e, Child, 
What nced you make me Maſter of yourſelt and Money, 
| when you may have the ſame Pleaſure out of me, and ſtill 
cep your Fortune in your Hands? 
Cher. Then you won't marry me? 
Arch. 1 wou'd marry you but. 


. 


Cher. O lweet, Sie, Pm your humble Servant, you're 1 
fairly c:ught: Wou'd you per ſwade me that any Gentle- 
man who cou'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, 
wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let the Condition be : 
What it wou'd no, no, Sir—-- but I hope you'll | 


— 


pardon the Freedom I have taken, ſince it was only to in- 
form myſelf of the Reſpect that I ought to pay you. 
Arch. Fairly bit by Jupiter hold, hold; and 
have you actually two thouſand Pounds? 
Cher. Sir, | hive my Secrets as well as you when 
you pleaſe to be more open I ſhall be more free, and be 
aflur'd I haveDiſcoveries tbat will match yours, be what 


they will In the me:n whi'c be fatis!y'd that no 
Diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt you, but beware of my 
Father. | | (Exit, 

Arch. So we're like to have as many Advem 
tures in our Inn, as Don D#u1xot had in his -let me 
fe two thouſand Pounds! If the Wench wou'd promiſe 
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die hen the money were ſpent, I gad. one wou'd mar- 


ber; but the Fortune may go off ina Year or two, and 
he Wife may live Lord knows how long! Then an 


nn-Keeper's "oy wh 5 ay, that's the Devil there my 
pride brings me | 


For whatſoe'er the Sages charge vn Pride, 

The Angels Fall, and twenty Faults beſide, 

On Earth, I'm ſure, mong us of mortal Calling, 

Pride ſaves Man oft, and Woman too from falling. (Exit; 


The End of the Second A CT. 
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. 
S CE NE, Lady Bountiful's Fosſe. 


| Enter Mrs. Sullen, Dorinda, 
Mrs. S#l.F_JA, ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me embrace 
thee, now we are Friends indeed; for f 
ſhall have a Secret of yours, as a Pledge for mine------now 
you'll be good for ſomething, 1 ſhall have you converſable 
in the Subjects of the Sex, | 
Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall in 
Love witha Fellow at firſt light ? ' ESE. 
Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw! Now you ſpoil all, why ſhou'd not 
we be as free in our Friendſhips as the Men? I warrant 
ou, the Gentleman has got to his Confident already, has 
avow'd his Paſhon, toaſted your Health, 'call'd you ten 
thouſand Angels; has run over your Lips, Eyes, Neck, 


Shape, Air, and every thing, in a Deſcription that warms . 


their Mirth to a ſecond Enjoyment. 
Dor. Your Hand, Siſter, I a'n't well. | 
Mrs. Sul. So----ſhe's breeding already-- -come, Chid, 
up with it----hem a lictle---ſo---vow tell me, don't you 


like the Gentleman that we ſaw at Church juſt now r? 
l | B 2 Dore 
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Dor. The Man's well enough. | 
 Mrs.Snl. Wel enough! Is he not.a Demi-God, a Na 
ciſſus. a Star, the Man i' the Moon? 

Dor, O Siſter, i'm extteamly ill, 

Mrs. Sal. Shall 1 ſend to your Mother, Child, for a litt 
of her C-phalick Pliſter, to put to the Soles of your Feet! 
or ſba'l | tend to the Gentleman for ſomething tor you? 
Come, unlace your Stays, unbolome yourſel. the Mar 
ispertcctly a pretty Fellow, I ſaw him when he firſt camel 
into Chñurch. 

Der. f taw him too, Siſter, and with an Air that ſtone 
methought like Rays about his Perſon. 

Mrs. Sul. Well ſaid, up with it. 

Dor. No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to ſet. him 
off, no ſtudy'd Looks nor arttul Foſture, — but Nature 
did it al! e 

Mrs. Sul. Better and better-- one Touch more - come 

Dor. But then his Looks — did you obſerve his Eyes? 

Mrs. Sal. Ves yes, d--his Eyes, well, what of his Eyes? 

Dor. Spright'y, but not Wandrirg; they ſcem'd to 
view, but never gaz'd on any thing but me and then 
his Looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that they 


aim'd to tel me that he cou'd with Pride die at my Feet, 


tho he ſ orn'd Slavery any where elſe, 
Mes Sel. The Phy ſick works purely — Ho d' ye find 
your ſelf now, my Dear, 

Dor. Hem ! much better, my Dear O here comes 
our Mercury | 

| Enter Scrub. 

Well, Scru5, what News of the Gentleman? 

Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a Packet of News. 

Dor, Opeu it quickly, come, 

Scrub. lu the firſt Place i enquir'd who the Gentleman 
was ? They told me he Was a Stranger. Secondly, l ask'd 
What the Gentl man was? They anſwer'd and laid, That 
trey never ſ Lim before. Thirdly, 1 enquir'd what 


Cvuutry man he was? They reply d, twas more than they . 


knew, Fou - My, I cemanded whence he came? Their 
An wer wh, they cou'd not tell. And fifthly, I ask'd 
whither Ke went? Ard they reply'd, they knew nothing 


C the Mutter, and this is all | cou'd learn. 
* 2 Mrs. Sul. 


The Beaus Stratagem. 0 


Mrs. Sul. But what do the People ſay? Can't they gueſs ? 
Scrub. Why ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueis he's a 
NaWountebank; ſome ſay one thing, ſome anotl.er ; but tor 
dy own Part, | believe he'sa Jeſuit ? 

Dor. A Jeſuit! Why a Jeſuit? | | 

Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his Horſes always ready ſaddled, 
d his Footman talks French. 

Mrs. Sal. Hs Footman! | 
Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Foo: man were gabber- 
g French like two intrigueing Du Ks in a Mill- Pond. and 
believe they talk d of me, tor they hugh d conſumed y. 

Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman ? 

Scrub. Livery! Lord, Madam, I took him for a Cap- 
ain, he's fo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops to 
dis Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a ſilver headed Cane dangling 
at his Nuckles—he carries his Hands in his Pocket jult ſo. 

(Walks in the French Air.) and has a fine long Perriwig 
ty'dup in a Big Lord, Madam, he's clear another ſort of 
Man than I. | 

Mrs, Sul. That may eaſily be but what ſhall we 
donow, Siſter? 

Dor. * bave it This Fellow has a World ol Simplieity,. 
and ſome Cunning, the firſt hides the latter by abundance 
—= Srrub. 

Scrub. Madam. 

Dor, We have a great Mind to know who this Gentle» 
man is, only for our Satisfaction. by 
. Yes, Madam, it would be a Satisfaction, no 
dc ubt. | 

Dor. You mult go and get acquainted with hisFootman, 
and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your Ale, becauſe 
you're But'er Day. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 

Mrs. Sul. O brave! Siſter, O' my Conicience, you un- 
derſtand the Mathematicks already Tis the beſt Plot in 
the World; your Mother, you know, will be gone to 
Church, my. Spouſe will be got to the Al:houſe with his 
Scoundrels, and the Houſe will be our own —— ſo we drop 
in by accident, and ask the Fellow ſome Queſtions cur- 
ſelves. In the Country, you know, any Stranger is Com- 
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pany, and we're glad to take up with the Butler in a Cas 
try-Dance, and happy if hell do us the Fayour. 

Scrub. Oh! Madam, you wrong me; 1 never refui 
your Ladyſhip the Favour in my Lite, 
| | Enter G pſey. 

Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upon Table. 

Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your Waiting Go whiere \ 


erder'd you. 
Scrub, I ſhall. (Exe 


S C E N E changes to the Inn. 


Enter Aimwell and Archer. 

Arch. Well, Tom, I fiud you area Markſman. 

Aim. A Markſm:n! who ſo blind cou'd be, as not dif 
sern a Swan among the Ravens. 

Arch. Well, but heark'e, Armmwell; 

Aim, Aimwell! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Amadis, 
all that Romanee can in a Love: paint, and then I'll anſwer. 
O Archer, I read her Thouſands in her Looks, ſhe look'd 
like Ceres ia her Harveſt, Corn, Wine and-Oil, Mick and 
Honey, Gardens, Groves, and purling Streams, piay'd on 
her plenteous Face. | e 

Arch. Her Face! her Pocket, you mean; the Corn, 
Wine, and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, ſhe has Fen thouſand 
Pound, that's the Engliſh on't. 

Aim. Her Eyes. — 

Arch. Are Demi-Cannons, to be ſure; ſol won't ſtand 
their Battery. (Going. 

Aim. Pray, excuſ: me, my Paſſion muſt have vent. 

Arch. Paſſion! vl at a plague, d' ye th nk theſe Romans , 
tic k Airs will do our Buſineſs? Were my Temper as extra- 
vagant as yours, my Adventures have ſomething mare 
Romantick by half. one 


Aim. Your Adventures ! "08 

Arch. Yes, the Nymph that with her twice ten hun- 
ered Pounds. 

With brazen Engine hot, and Ducifciearſtarch'd, 


Can fire the Gueſt in warming of the Bed —— 


There's a Touch ot ſublime Milton for you, and the Sub- 


j<Xbut an Inn- kec per's Daughter: I can pay with a Girl 
| as 
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as an Angler does with his Fiſn; he keeps it at the end of 
his Line, runs it up the Stream, and down the Stream, till 
at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles the Trout, and ſo whips 
it into his Basket. : 

Enter Boniface. 

Bon. Mr. Martin, as the Saying is—yonder's an honeſt 
Fellow below, my Lady Bountiſul's Butler, who begs the 
2 that you would go home with him and ſee his 
Cellar. 

Arch. Do my Raiſemains to the Gentleman, and tell him 
I will do myſelf the Honour to wait on him im mediately. 

(Exit Boniface. 

Aim. What do Lhear ? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair Toi 
da ſing? 

1 Pſhawy] damn your Raptures; I tell you, here's 
a Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, and che Ship will 

into Harbour, my Life on't. You ſay, there's another 
,ady very handſome there. 

Aim. Yes, faith. 

Arch. I'm in Love with her already. 

Aim. Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in the mean 
time. | 

Arch. No, no, Friend, all her Corn, Wine and Oil, is 
ingroſs'd to my Market. And once more I warn you, td 
keep your Anchorage clear of mine; for if you tall foul on 
me, by this Light you ſhall go to the Bottom What! 
make Prize of my little Frigate, While ] am upon the 
Cruiſe for you. (Exit, 

Enter Boniface. 

Aim. Well, well, I wor't--Landiord ; have you any tole- 
rable Company in the Houſe? 1 don't care for dining a one. 

Bon. Yes, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the Saying. 
is; that arriv'd about an Hourago. SIEM 

Aim. Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every where; 
will you make him a Compliment from me, and tell him 
I ſhould be glad ot his Company. 

Bon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd? gol 

Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well rhrown in —I'mvonly- 
a Traveller, like himſelt, and wou'd be glad of his Com- 
pany, that's all. | | 
Bon. I obey your Command, as the Saying is, (vie. 
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any thing elſe, ſo I'll make bold vrith his Honour this Bout 


Enter Archer. | a 

Arch. 'Sdeath ! I bad targot; what Title will you give i 
yourſelf? ; | 

Aim, My Brother's to be ſure; he wou'd never give me 
you know the reſt of your Cue. 3 

Arch. Ay, ay. (Exit. 

Enter Gibbet. = © 

Gib. Sir, I'm yours, | 

Aim, Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't know: | 

ou. 5 

Gib. I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw me 
before, I hot e. (Afde.. 

Aim. And pray Sir, how came I by the Honour of ſee» 
ing you now? | 

Gib. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman but 
my Landlord _—_ 

Aim. O, Sir, I ask your Pardon, you're the Captain 
he told me of. 

Gib. At your Service, Sir. 

Aim. What Regiment ? may I be ſo bold ?: 

Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. ; 
Aim. Veryold, it your Coat be r (Afide.) 
You have ſerv'd abroad, ir, | . 

Gib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations, twas my Lot to be 
ſent in the worſt Service, I wou'd have quitted it indeed, 
but a Man of Honour, you know. Beſides, twas for the 
good ot my Country that I ſhou'd be abroad Any thing 
tor the good of 0:e's Country I'm a Roman for that. 

Aim. One of the firſt, Ii lay my Lite (Aſiae.) You. 
found the Meſt-· Indies very hot, Sir. s 

Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 

Aim. Pray, Sir, ha n't 1 ſeen your Face at Hill's Coffee» 
Houle ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. | 

Aim. And whereis your Company now, Captainf - + 

Gib. They a'n't come yet. " 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect em here? 

Gib. They'll be here to Night, Sir. 
Aim, Which way do they march? 
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= Gib. Acroſs the Country The Devil's in't, if I han't 

Waid enough to encourage him to declare but I'm atraid 

he's not right, I muſt tack about. 

Aim. Is your Company to Quarter in Lirchfield: ? 

Gib. In this Houſe, Sir? 

Aim. What!“ all? 

Gib. My "ad s but *. ba, ha, l, we are RN 
ture, ha, ha, 

Aim. You're merry, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, 1 e the 
World, elpecially the Art ot Travelling: I don't care, Sir, 
L for anſwering Queſtions directly upon che Road 
4 tor | generally rice with a Charge about me. 

Aim. Three or four, Ibelieve. I de, 
* Gib. I am credibly inform'd that there are Highway- 

men upon this Quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect a 
Gentleman of your Figure But truly, Sit, I have got 
ſuch a way of Evaſion upon the Road, that 1 don't care for 
ſpeaking Truth to any Man. 

Aim. Your Caution may be neceſſary — Then I pre- 
ſume you're no Captain. 

Gib. Not I, Sir, Captain isa good travelling Name, and 
ſo Liake it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh Enquiries that are 
generally made about Gentlemen that travel ;it gi es a Man 
an Air of ſomething, and makes the Drawers obedient —. 
And thus far I am a Captain, and no farther. 

Aim. And pray, Sir, what is ycur true Profeſſion ? 
Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excute me——upon my Word, 
Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell ye. | 

Aim. Ha, ha, ha, upon my Word, [ commend you, 

Enter Bonitace. 

Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the News? | 

Ron. There's another Gentleman below, as the Saying 
is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be glad to make 

| the third Man, if you would give him leave. ä 

Aim. What is he? 

Bon. A Clergy man, as the Saying is. 

Aim. A Clergyman! is he really a Clergywan ? or is it 
only histravelling Name, as my Friend the Captꝭ in has it? 

Bon. O, Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the French | 
Officers in Town, 
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Aim. Is he a Frenchman? 
Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels, 
Gib. A Frenchman, anda Prieſt! I wo'n't beſcen in bir 
Company, Sir; I havea Value for my Reputation, Sir. . 
Aim. Nay, but Ciptain, ſince we are by. ourſelves—. 
Can he ſpeak Engliſh, Landlord? 
Box. Very well, Sir; you may-know him, as the Say- 
ing is, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and that's all. 'l 
Aim. Then he has been in England before? - 
Bon. Never, Sir.; but he's a Maſter of Languages, as 
the Say ing is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear him 
talk Lotin. 
Aim. Then you underſtand Latin. Mr: Boniface ? 
Bon. Not 1, Sir, as the Saying is; but he talks it ſo very 
jaſt, that | 'm dure! it. muſt bo good. 
Aim. Pray, deſire him to walk up. 
Bon. Here he is, as the Saying is. 
Bsyter Foigard. 
Foig. Save you, Gentlemens both. X 
Aim. A-Frenchinan! Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
Foig. Och, dear Joy, I am your moſt faithful Shervanty 
and yours al ſho- 
Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you have 
a mighty Twang of the 8 * 
Foig. My Engliſh is very vel! forthe Vords, but we Fo- 
rcigners, you KNOW-Cannot bring our Tongues about the 
Pronunciation ſo ſoon. 
Aim. A Foreigner! a downright Teague, by this Light. 
(Aide.) Were you born in France, Doctor? 
Feis, I was educated in France, but I was. borned at 
Bruſſels ; Jam a Subject ot the. King of Spain, Joy. 
Gib. What King . Sir ? 4peak, 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 
Aim. Nay Captain; that was too 8 upon the N 
he's a Stranger. 
Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, Jam of a Nation chat is 
not ealily put out ot Countenance. 
Aim. Come, Gentlemen, I'il end the Diſpute.— Here, 
Landlord, is Dinner ready? 
Bon, Upon the Table, as the Saying is, 


. ——— D. 


The Beaux Stratagem. 


Foig. No, no fait, the Captain muſt lead. 
Aim. No, Doctor, the Church is our Guide. 


_ Gib. Ay, ay, ſo it is.— (Exit foremoſt, they follow. 
—FSCENE changes to a Gallery in Lady 
ay. | BountituPs Houſe. 


Enter Archer and Scrub ſinging, and hugging one another; 
Scrub with a Tankard in his Hand, Gipſey liſtning at 
a-diſtance. : 


Scrub. Tall, all, dall — Come, my dear Boy let's 
have that Song once more. 
Arch, No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family: But will 
you be ſure to keep the Secret? 
Scrub. Pho! upon my Honour, as I'm a Gentleman. 
Arch. Tis enough. You mult know then, that 
Maſter is the Lord Viicount Aimwell; he tought a Duel: 
t'other Day in London, wounded his Man ſo dangerouſly, - 
that he thinks fit to withdraw til] he hcars whether the 
1 Gentleman's Wounds be mortal or not: He never was in 
this Part of Fugland before, ſo he choſe to retire to this 
Place, that's all. 

Gib. And that's enough for me. (Ext. - 

Scrub. And where were you when your Mafter fought 7 ? 

Arch. We never know of our Maſter's Quarrels, 

Scrub. No! it our Maſters in the Country here receive 
a Challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to tell their Wives; 

the Wife tells the Servants, the Servants alarm the Tenants, 
and in halt an Hour, yeu ſhall have the whole County in. 
Arms. 

Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what they have 
no mind for hut it you ſhould chance to talk now of 
my Buſineſs! 

Scrub. Talk! ay, Sir, had I nor learn'd the knack of 
holding my Tongue, I had never liv d ſo dong in a great 
Family. 

5 4s 54 Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are Secrets imall Fami- 

8. 

Scrub. Secrets, ay but VI! ſay no more. Come, ſit 
down, we'll make an end of our Tankard: Here —— 
5 Ain. 
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Arch, Withall my Heart; who knows but. you and F 
may come to be better acquainted, eh Here's your. Ladies 


Healths; you have three, I think, and to be ſure there 
muſt be Secrets among em. 
Scrub. Secrets! Ay, Friend; I wiſh had a Friend 
Arch. Am not I your Friend Come, you and I will be 
{worn Brothers. 
Scrub. Shall we? 


Arch. Fi omthis Minute, Give me a Kiſ And now 
Brother Scrub. | 


Scrub. And now, Brother Martia, I will tell you a Se- 


eret that will make your Hair ſtand an end :- Lou 


muſt know, that I am conſumedly in Love. 
Arch. That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth on't. 
Scrub, That Jade, Grpſey, that was with us juſt now in 
the Cellar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever wore a Petti- 
coat; and I'mdying tor Love of her. 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha Are you in Love with her Perſon, 
or her Virtue, Brother Scrub? a 
Scrub. I ſhould like Virtue beſt, becauſe it is more du- 


rable than Beauty; for Virtue holds good with ſome Wo- 


men long and many a Day after they have loſt it. | 
Arch. Inthe Country, I grant ye, where no Woman” 


Virtue is loſt, till a Baſtard be found. | 


Scrub. Ay. cou'dI bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd have 
her all to myſelf; but I dare not put it upon that Lay, for 


fear of beirg ſent for a Soldier Pray, Brother, how 


do you Gentlemen in London like that ſame Preſſing Act? 
Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub; Tis the worſt that 
ever made for us. Formerly Lremember the 


when we cou'd dun our Maſters for our Wages, and if the y 


retuſed to pay us, we cou'd have a Warrant to carry em 
be fore a Juſtice; but now if we talk of cating, they have a 


Warrant for us, and carry us before _ ices. 


Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; ſar 
the uſtices wo'n't give their own Servantsa bad Example. 
Now this is my Misfortune I dare not ſpeak in the 
Houſe, while that Jade, Gipſey, 4 about like a Fury 
Once l had the better End of the Staff. ; 

Arch, And how comes the Change now ? 

Scrub. Why, the Mother ot all this Miichief is a Prieſt. F 

| Arch, 
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Arch. APrieſt! 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Babylon, that 

came over hither to ſay Gracg to the French Officers, and. 

eat up our Proviſions. There's not a Day goes over his. 
without a Dinner or Supper in this Houle, . 

Arch How came he ſo familiar in the Family 2 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſh as if he had liv'd here 
all his Lite, and tells Lies as if he had been a Traveller from 
his Cradle. * 

Arch. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
Affectious of your Gipſey. - 
Acrub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my dear Friend 
2 Por I'm afraid, he has made her a Wikav# and a 
Papiſt But this is not all; there's the French Count 
and Mrs. Sullen, they're in the Confederacy, and for ſome 
private Ends of their own tobe ſure. 

Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother Scrub; 1 
ſuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. 

Scrub. Not that I know She's the beſt on ern, that's 
the Truth on't: But they take care to prevent my Curio 
ſity, by giving meſo much Buſineſs that I'm a perfect 
Slave. Whatd'ye think is my Place in this Family? 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

Scrub. Ah, Lord help you IU tell you Of a Mon- 
day I drive the Coach, of a Tweſday I drive the Hough, on 
Wedneſday 1 follow the Hounds, a Thurſday I dun the Te- 
nants, on Friday I go to Market, on Saturday I draw War- 
rants, and a Sunday | draw Beer. | ; 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, you 
have enoughon't, my dear Erother But. what La- 
dies are thoſe ? 

Scrub. Ours, Ours; that upon the right Hand is Mrs. 
Sullen, and the other Mrs. Dorinda Dont mind em, fit 
ſtill Man N 

| Enter Mrs, Sullen and Dorinda. 120 

Mrs. Sul. have heard my Brother talk of my Lord Aim- 
well, but they ſay that his Brother is the finer Gentleinan. 

Dor. That's impoſſible, Siſter. 

Mrs. Sal. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, N ſays--. 

Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his Heart, 
Fl open his Breaſt, I warrant him: I have heard ſay, that 
| People 


x 
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People may be gueſs'd at by the Behaviour of their Set 
vants , I cou'd wiſh we might talk to that Fellow. 

Mrs. Sul. So do I; for l think, he's a very pretty Fel 
| _ Come this way, Fl: thiow out a Lure tor him pre 

ently. , | 

(They walk a Turn toward the oppoſite Side of the Stage, 

Mrs. Sullen drops her Glove, Archer runs, takes it 
up, and gives it to her. 

Arch, Corn, Wine and Oil indeed But, I think, the 
Wite has the-greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and Blood; ſhe ſhould 
be my Choice Ay, ay, ſay, you ſo Madam — Your 
Ladyſhip's Glove. 

Mrs. Sul. O Sir, I thank you What a handſome Bowe 
the Fel ow has ? | | 

Dor. Bow! Why I haveknown ſeveral Footmencome 
down from Loadon, ſet up here for Dancing-Maſters, and 
carry off the beſt Fortunes in the Country. 

Arch. (Aſide) That roject, for ought 1 know, had 
been better chan. Qurs, Brother Serb — Why don't you 
introduce me ? 

Scrub. Ladies, thigisthè ſtrange Gemleman's Servant 
that you ſaw-at Church toDay; I underſtood he came trom 
Loudon, and ſo | invited him tothe Cellar; that he might 
ſhew me theneweſt Flouriſh imwhetting my Knives. 

Dor. An] hope you have made much of him? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your Lady» 
ſhip's Liquor is a little too potent for the Conſtitution of 
your humble Servant. | 

Mrs. Sul. What the you dow't uſijally drink Ale? 

Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink is Tea, or a 
little Wine and Water; tis preſcrib'd me by the Phylicis 
ans for a Remedy againſt the Spleen | 
Serub- Ola! Oh! A Footman have the Spleen. 

Mrs. Sul. I thought that Diſtemper had been only pro« 
per to People of Quality. . 

Arch. Madam, like all other Fafhtons'it wears out, and 
ſo deſcends to their Servants ; tho'ina great many of ug 
1 believe, it proceeds from ſome melaucholy. Particles 
in the Blood, occahon'd by the Stagnation of Wages. 
Dor. How affectedly the Fellow talks How long, 
Pray. have you ſerv'd your preſent Matter 4 


in 
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Arch. Not long; my Life has been. moſtly ſpent in the 
Service of the Ladies. | =y | 
Mrs. Sul. And pray, which Service do you like beſt ? 
Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt ;. the Honour of ſerv- 
ing them is ſufficient Wages; there is a Charm in their. 
Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their Commands, and 
gives our Duty the Wings ot Inclination. | 
Mrs. Sul. That Flight was above the Pitchof a Livery ;- 
and Sir, wou'd not yeu be fatisfy'd to ſervea Lady again? 
Arch. As a Groom ot a Chamber, Madam, but not as a 
Footman. 
Mrs. Sal. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as Footman before. 
Arch. For that Reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that Poſt 
again; for my Memory is too weak for the Load of Meſ- 
E lages that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in London 2 
d My Lady Homd ye, the laſt Miſtreſs I ſerv'd, call'd me up 
! 
| 


one Morning, and told me, Martin, go to my Lady All. 
night with my humble Service; tell her | was to wait on 
her Lady ſhip Yeſterday, and left word with Mrs. Rebecca, 
that the Preliminaries of the Affair ſhe Know of, are ſtopt 
till we know the Concurrence of the Perſon that Iknow 
of, for which there are Circumſtances wanting which we 
ſhall accommodate at the old Place; but that in the mean 
time there is a Perſon about her Ladyſhip, that from ſeve- 
ral Hints and Surmiſes, was acceſſary at a certain time to 
the Diſappointments that naturally attend things, that to 
her Knowledge are of more Importance. 
— — Ha, ha, ha, where are you going, Sir? 
Arch. Why, I ha'n't halt done The whole Howd'ye 
was about half an Nour long; ſo happen d to miſplace two . 
Syllables, and was turn d off and render d incapable... 
Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever aw — But, 
Friend, if your Maſter be marry d. I preſume you. ſtill 
ſerve a Lady. | 
Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into a 
marry'd Family; the Commands of the Maſter and Mi: 
ſtreſs are always two contrary, that.'tis impoſlible to pleaſe. 


both. | | 
Dor. There's a main Point gain d. My Lord is not 
marry'd, 1 find. | (Aida 


Mrs. Sul. 
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Mrs. Sul. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many good 
Services, * had not a better Proviſion made tor ou. 
Arch. 1 don't know how , Madam. I had a 
Leutenancy offer d me three or four times; but that is not 
Bread, Madam Live much better as I do. | 
Scrub, Madam, he ſings rarely I was thought to do 
pretty well here in the Country till he came; but alack-a- 
day, I'm nothing to my Brother Marlin. | 
Dor. Does he? Pray, Sir, will you oblige us with a, 


? 

Arch. Are you for Paſſion or Humour? al 

Scrub. Ole! He has the pureſt Ballad about a Trifle 

Mrs. Sul. A Trifle | pray, Sir, let's have it. the: 

Arch, I'm aſham'd to — you a Trifle, Madam :But ſince 
you command me.--(©ings to the Tune of Sir Simon the King. 

A trifling Song you ſhall bear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended, &c. 

Mrs. Sul. Very well, Sir, we're ovlig'd to you — 
Something for a Pair of Gloves. (Offering him Money. 

Arch. | humbly beg Leave to be excuſed : My Maſter, 
Madam; pays me; nor dare I take Money irom any other 
Hand, without injuring bis Honour, and diſobeying his 
Commands. (Exit. 

Dor. This is ſur prizing: Did you ever ſee fo pretty a 
well · bed Fellow? . a | 

Mrs. Salt The Devil take him for weer ng that Livery, 

Dor. I tancy, Siſter, he may be ſome Gentleman, a 
Friend of my Lord's, that his Lordſh p has pitch'd upon 
for his Cou age, Fidelity and Diſcretion, to bear him 
Company in this Dreſs, and ho ten to ore was his Second. 

Mrs. Sul. It is fo, it muſt be ſo, and ig ſhall be ſo. For 
I like him. | 

Dor. What! better than the Count? 

Mrs. Sul. The Count happ-n'4 to be the moſt agrecab'e 
Man upon the Place; and ſo I choſe him to ſerve mein my 
Deſign upon my Husband. But I ſhould like this 
Fellow better in a Deſign upon myſelf. 

Dor. But nove, Siſter, fer an Interview with this Lord 
and this Gentleman; how ſhall we bring that about 

Mrs. Sb. Patience! You Country Ladies give no Quar- + 
ter, if once you be enter'd — Wou'd you prevent their _ 
| 05, 
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tres, and give the Fellows no wiſhing time. Look' e 

Dorinda, it my Lord Aimwell loves you or deſerves you, 

ell find a way to {ee you, and there we muſt leave it 

My Buſineſs comes now upon the Tapis. Have 

ou prepar'd your Brother ? 

Dor. Yes, yes. 

Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it? 

Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to himſelf, pro- 

mis'd to be guided by me: But here he comes. | 
Enter Sullen, 

Sul. What ſinging wasthat I heard juſt now? 


Mrs. Sul. The ſinging in your Head, my Dear, you. 
complain'd of it all 8 F : g 


od 


0 Sul. You're impertinent. 
P Mrs. Sul. I was ever fo, ſince I became one Fleſh with 
you. | 
Sul. One Fleſh! Rather two Carcaſſes join'd unnatu- 
rally together. | 


Mrs. Sul. Or rather a living Soul coupled to a dead Body. 
Dor. So, this is fine Encouragement for me! 
Sul. Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you mult do. 
1 2 And my Husband ſhews you what you muſt 
Sul. 'Sdeath, why can't you be filent ? 
Mrs. Sul. Sdeath, why can't you talk? 
Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe? 
Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe? - 
Sul. Siſter, heark'ez (Whiſpers.) I ſha'n't be home till 
it be late. I (Exit. 
| Mrs, Swl. What did he whiſper to ye? | 
Dor. That he wou'd go round the Back-way, come in- 
to the Cloſet, and liſten as I directed him But let 
me beg you once more, dear Siſter, to drop this Project; 
for, as | told you before, inſtcad of awaking him to Kind- 
neſs, you may provoke him to Rage; and thenwhoknows 
how tar his Brutality may carry him ? | 
Mrs. Sul. I'm provided to receive him, I warrant you: 
But here comes the Count, vaniſh. (Exit Dorinda. 
| Enter Count Bellair. 
Don't you wonder, Mon/ienr le Count, that I was not at 
Church this Afternoon? | 


Counts. 
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Count. I more wonder, Madam, that you go dere 4 

all, or how you dare lift thoſe Eyes to Heaven that are guil. 

ty of ſo much Killing. 2 

. Mrs. Sal. It Heaven, Sir, has given to my Eyes with 

the Power of Killing the Virtue of making a Cure, I hope 

the one may atone for the other, 

Count. O largely, Madam, wou'd your Ladyſhip be as B 
ready to apply the Remedy, as to give the Wound Con- 
fider, Madam, I am doubly a Priſoner; firſt to the Arms 
of your General, then to your more conquering Eyes; my 
firſt Chains are eaſie, there a Ranſom may redeem me, but 
trom your Fetters I never ſhall get free. 

Mrs. Sul. Alas, Sir! Why ſhou'd you complain to me of 
your Captivity, who am in Chains myſelf? You know, 
Sir, that lam bound, nay, muſt be tied up in that particu- 
lar that might give you caſe: I am like you, a Priſoner cf 
War, af War indeed] have given my Parole of Ho- 
nour ; wou d you break yours to gain your Liberty? 

Count. Moſt certainly I wou'd, were I a Priſoner 

among the Turks; dis is your Caſe, you're a Slave, Madam, 
Slave to the worſt of Turks; a Husband. 
Mrs. Sal. There lies my Foible, I confeſs ; no Fortifica- 
tions, no Courage, Conduct, nor Vigilancy, can pretend 
to defend a Place, where the Cruelty of the Governor 
forces the Garriſen to Mutiny. | 

Count. And where de Befteger is reſolv'd to die before 
de Place Here will I fix; (K-eels.) with Tears, Vows 
and Prayers aſſault your Heart, and never riſe till you ſur- 
render; or it I muſt ſtorm — Love and St. Michael — 
And ſd | begin the Attack | | 

Mrs. Sul. Stand off, — ſure he hears me not And t 
cou'd almoſt wiſh he did not the Fellow makes Love 
very prettily. (Aſide.) But, Sir, why ſhou'd you put ſuch 
a Value upon my Perſon, when you ſee it deſpis d by one 
that knows it ſo much better? 

Count. He knows it not, tho' he poſſeſſes it; it he but 
knew the Value of the Jewel he is Maſter of, he wou'd al- 
ways wear it next his Heart, and ſleep with it in his Arms. 

Mrs. Sal. But ſince he throws me. uaregarded trom 


County 
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Count, And one that knows your Value well, comes 
by, and takes youup, is it not Juſtice? 
| oe, to lay hold on her, 
Enter Sullen with his Sword drawn. | 
Sul. Hold, Villain, hold. A 
Mrs. Sul. (Preſenting a Piſtol.) Do ycu holdꝰ 
1 What! Murther your Husband, to defend yous 
; uly? 

Mrs, Sul. Bully! For ſhame, Mr. Sullen, Bullies wear 
long Swords, the Gentleman has none; he's a Priſoner, 
you know I was aware ot your Outrage, and prepar'd 
this to receive your Violence; and, if occaſion were, ta, 
preſerve myſelt againſt the Force of this other Arms thn | 


Count. O, Madam, your Eyes be better Fire-Arms than 
your Piſtol, they never mils. 

Sul. What! court my Wite to my Face! » 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sullen, put up, ſuſpend your Fury 
for a Minute, 

Sul. To give time to invent an Excuſe. 

Mrs. Sul. I need none. 

Sul. No, for I heard every Syllable of your Diſcourſe. 


Count, Ay! And begar, I tink de Dialogue was vera 


pretty. | we 
Mrs. Sul. Then, I ſuppole, Sir, you heard ſome thing of 
your own Barbarity ? 4 


Sul. Barbarity! Oons what does the Woman call Barba- 
rity ? Do I ever meddle with you ? 

Mrs. Sul. No. : 

Sul. As for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time. 

Count. Ah, begar, ſo muſt l. 

Stel. Look'e, Madam, don't think that my Anger pro-- 
ceeds from any Concern I have fer your Honour, but for 
my own; and if you can contrive any way of being a 
Whore without making me a Cuckold, doit and welcome... 

Mrs. S#/. Sir, I thank you kindly, yau wou'd allow me 

the Sin but rob me ot the Pleaſure— No, no, I'm reſoly. 
never to venture upon the Crime without the Satisfaction 
ol ſeeing you puniſh'd for't. | 

Sul. Then will you grant me this, my Dear? Let any 

Body elſe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, for L 


mortally hate his whole Generation. (Exit. 
Count. 


— 
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Count. Ah, Sir, that be ungrateful, for begar, I love 
ſome of yours; Madam (Approaching her. 
Mrs. Sul, No, Sir 

Count. No, Sir! — Gar zoon, Madam, I am not your 
Husband. 

Mrs. Sul. Tis time to undeceive you, Sir, —1 believ'd 
your Addrefi-s to me were no more than an Amuſement, 


and I hope you will think the fame of my Complaiſance; 


and to convince you that you ought, you muſt know, that 
I brought you hit her only to make you inſtrumental in ſet- 
ting me right with my Husbaed, for he was planted to 


liſten by my Appointment. 


Count. By your Appointment.. 

Mrs Sul. -Certainly. 

Count. And fo, adam, white I was telling twenty 
Stories to part you from your Husband, begar, | was bring- 
ing you together all the while. 3 

Mrs. Sal. Lask your Pardon, Sir; but 1 hope this will 
give youa Taſte ofthe Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 

Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, but 
Garzoon, your Honeſte be vera lirte, 

Enter Dorioda. 
Mrs. Sul. Nay; now you're angry, Sir. © 

Count. Angry! Fair Dormd# (ings Dorinda rh Optra 
Tune, and addreſſes to Dorinda.) Madam, when your La- 
dyſmip wants a Fool, ſend for me, Fair Doria Revinge, 
&c. | | (Exit. 

Mrs. Sul There goes the true Humour of his Nation, 
Reſentment with good Manners, and the Height of An- 
ger in a Song . Well, Siſter, you mult be Judge, for you 
have heard the Trial. 

Dor. And I bring in my Brother guilty. 

* mn But 1 muſt bear the Puniſhment——"Tis hard, 
. | 

Dor, Towrrit—— but you muſt have Patience. 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! The Cant of Cuſtom Providence 
fends no Evil without a Remedy —ſhou'd I le 


groaning under a Yoke I can ſhake off, l were acceſlary to 
my Ruin, and my Patience were no better than Self-mur- 


ther. 


Dor, 
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Dor. But how can you ſhake off the Yoke—— Your Di- 
viſions don't come within the Reach of the Law, for a Di- 
vorce. 

Mrs. Sul. Law! What Law can ſearch. into the remote 
Abyſs of Nature, what Evidence can prove the unaccount- 
able Diſaffections of Wedlock? Can a Jury ſum up the 
endleſs Averſions tHat are rooted in our Souls, or can a 
Bench give Judgment upon Antipathies ? 
ever pretended, Silter, they never meddle, 


Ml O Siſter! Caſual Violation is a 
deen urx, and, may poſſibly be repair d, but can ra- 
dical Hatreds be ever reconcil'd ? No, no, Siſter, Na- 
ture is the firſt Law- giver, and when ſhe has ſet Tempers 


cppoſite, not all the golden Links of Wedlock, nor Iron 
Manacles of Law can keep em faſt, | 


Mrs. Sel. G 


Wed vck we own ordain'd by Heaven's Decree, 
But ſuch as Heaven ordain d it firſt to be, 
Concurring Tempers in the Man aud Wift, 
As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Bife. 
View all the Works of Providence above, 
Ihe Stars with Harmony and Concord move; | 
View all tht Works of Providence below, 1 

| The Fire, the Water, Earth and Air we know 1 
All in one Plant agree to make it grow. l 
Muſt Man, the chieſeſt Work of Art Divine, 
He doom'd in endleſs Diſcord to repine? 
No, we ſhould injure Heaven by that ſurmiſe; 
Ommnitotence is juſt, were Man but Wiſps 


7 
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Enter Mrs, Sullen. 


Mrs. Sul. F X 7 'E RE 1 born an humble Turk, where Wo⸗ 
men have no Soul nor Property, there I 
muſt fit contented But in Exgland, a Country whoſe 
Women are its Glory, muſt Women be abus'd? Where 
Women rule, muſt Women be enſlav d? Nay, cheated in- 
to Slavery? mock'd by a Promiſe of comfortable Society 
into a Wilderneis of Solitude?--1 dare not keep the Thought 


about me O? here comes ſomething to divert me 
Enter a Country Woman. 

om. I come, an't pleaſe your Ladyſhip; you're my 
Lady Bountiful, a' nt ye? 

Mrs. Sul. Well, good . _; 

Wom. | comeſeventeen long Mail to have a Cure tor my 
Husband's ſore Leg. 

Mrs. Sul. Your Husband ! What, Woman cure your 
Husband ! ; 

Vom. Ay, poor Man, for his ſore Leg won't let him ſtir 
from home. | 

Mrs. Sul. There, I confeſs, you have given me a Rea- 
Jon. Well good Woman, Ii] tell you what you muſt do 
—— You mult lay your Husbana's Leg upon a Table, and 
with a Chopping- Knife you muſt lay it open as broad as 
you can, then you muſt take out the Bone, and the 
Fleſh ſoundly with a Rolling- pin, then take <alf,"Wepper, 
Cloves, Mace and Ginger, tome Sweet-Herbs, and ſeaſon 
it very well. then roll it up like a Brawn, and put it into the 
Oven for two Hours. Ry 

Wom, Heaven reward your Ladyſhip.—--I have two 
little Babies too that are pitious bad with the Graips, a'n't 


pleaſe ye, | 2 
| Mrs. Sui. 
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Mrs. eul. Put a little Pepper and alt in their Bellies, good 


Woman. 

Enter L ady Bountiful. 
I beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out 
of your Hands, I have beena tampering here a little with 
one of your Patients. 

L. Boun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this mad 
Creature; I am the Perſon that you want, I ſuppoſe 
What wou'd you have, Woman? 

Mrs. Sul. She wants ſometbing for her Husband's ſore 
Leg. a 
. Boun. What's the matter with his Leg, Goody? 

Wom. It came firft, as one might ſay, with a ſort of 
Dizzineſs in h's Foot, then he had a kind of Lazineſs 
in his Jo:ats, and then his Leg broke out, and then it 
ſwell'd, and then it clos'd again, and then it broke out 
again, and then it feſter'd, and then it grew better, and 
then it grew worſe again. 

Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha. Th: 

L. Benn. How can you be merry with the Misfortunes 
of other People? 

Mrs. Sul. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam. 

L. Boun. The worſt Reaſon in the World, Daughter; 
your own Misfortunes ſhould teach you to pity others, 

Mrs. ul. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine are 
nothing alike; her Husband is ſick, and mine, alas! is in 
Health. 

L. Boun. What! wou'd you wiſh your Husband ſick ? 

Mrs. Sul. Not of a ſore Leg of all things. 

L. Boun. N cl, good Woman, go to the Pantry, get 
your Belly-tull of Victuals, then Ill give you a Receipt of 
Diet-drink for your Husband — But d*ye bear, Goody, 
you muſt not let your Husband move too much.. 04 

Ibm. No, no, Madam, the poor & an's inclinable 
enough to liegftill. 5 

L. Boun. Well, Daughter Sullen, tho? you laugh, I have 
done Miracles about the Country here with my Receipts. 

\'rs. Sul. Miracles indeed, it they have cur'd any Body; 
but 1 believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes farther to- 
ward the Mirac.cthan your Preſcription, 


L. Boxn, 
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| Bonn. Fancy helps in ſome Caſes; but there's your 
Husband, who has as little Fancy as any body, I brought 
him from Death's Door. 
Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink plen- 
vifully of Aſs's Milk. | 
Enter Dorinda, runs to Mrs. Sullen. 
Dor. News, dear Siſter, News, News. 
1 Enter Archer running. 
Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful ) —— 
Pray, which is the old Lady * three? 
IL. Boun. I am. 
Arch. O, Madam, the Fame of your Ladyſhip's Chari- 
ty, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability have drawa 
me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in behalt of my 
unfortunate Maſter, who is this Moment breathing his laſt, 
L. Boun. Your Maſter! where is he ? 
Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Appearance 
-of your handſome Houſe to vicw it nearer, and walking up 
the Avenue within five Paces of the Court-Yard, he was 
taken ill of a ſudden with a ſort of l know not what, but 
down he fell, and there he lies. 
L. Boun. Here, crub, Gipſey, all run, get my eaſie 
Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and bring him 
in quickly, quickly. 
Ach. Heaven will reward your Lady ſhip for this chari- 
- table Ac. 
L. Bown. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits? 
Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently —I have known 
him have five or ſix of a Night. 
L. Boun. What's his Name? 
Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute's Care or 
Neglect may ſave or deſtroy his Life. 
L. Boun. Ah, poor Gentleman; come, Friend ſhew me 
the way; I'll ſee him brought in my ſelt. (Exit with Arch. 
Dor. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely, I can 
hardly forbear running to his Aſſiſtance. 
Mrs. Sul. And i'll lay my Life, he deſerves your Aſſiſt- 
ance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you that my 
Lord wou'd find a way to comeat you? Love's his Di- 
ſtemper, and you muſt be the Phyſician; put on all your 
Charms, ſummon all your Fire into your Eyes, pn bom 
| Wnoie 
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whole Artillery of your Looks againſt his Breaſt, and down 

with him. 

Dor. O, Siſter, I'm but a young Gunner, I ſhall be afraid 
to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhou'd recoil, and hurt myſelf. 
Mrs, Sul. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before you, 

if you will. f 
Dor. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs'd your Mark 

ſo unfortunately, that I ſha'n't care for being inſtructed by 

Ou. 

— Aimwell in a Chaix, carry d by Archer and Scrub, La- 
dy Bountiful; Gipſey. Aimwell counterfeiting a Swoon. 
L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Hartſhorn Drops 

Gipſey, a Glaſs of fair Water, his Fit's very ſtrong 

Bleſs me, how his Handsare clinch'd. x 
Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 

you help us? — Pray, Madam, (To Dorinda.) take his 

Hand, and open it, if you can, vrhilſt I hold his Head. 

| 0 Dorinda ta bes his Hand. 
Dor. Poor Gentleman OX he has got my 

Hand within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully 
L. Boun. *Tis the Violence of his Convulſion, Child. 
Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs d in theſe 

Caſes he'll bite you if you don't have a care. 

Dor. Oh, my Hand, my Hand. | 
L. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh Girl? L 
have got this Hand open you ſee with a great deal of caſe. 
Arch. Ay, but Madam, your Daughter's Hand is ſome- 
what warmer than your Ladyſhip's, and the Heat of it 
draws the Force ot the Spirits that way. 
Mrs. Sul. I find, Friend, you're very learned in theſe 

Sorts of Fits, | 
Arch. Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm often troubled 

Erich them myſelf; I find myſelf extremely ill at this Mi- 

ute. (T. oking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 
Mrs Sul. (Aſide) 1 fancy 1 cou'd find a way to cure 
ou. | 

r L. Boun. His Fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam, Pray, 
young Lady, open his Breaſt, and give him Air. 
IL. Baun. Where did his llineſs take him firſt, pray ? 


Arch, To Day at Church, Madam. 


4 


8 now with one of your old Fits, under the Trees, juſt by 
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I. Boun. In what manner was he taken? 
Arch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſudden 
touch d with ſomething in his Eyes, which at the firſt he 
only felt, but could not tell whether twas Pain or Pleaſure, 
Baun. Wind, nothing but Wind. 

Arch. By ſoft Degrees it grew and mounted to his Brain, 
there h's Fancy caught it; there form'd it ſo beautiful, and 
dreis'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Colours, that his tran- 
ſported Appetite {ciz'd the fair Idea, and ſtraight convey'd 
it to his Heart. That hoſpirable Seat of Life ſent all its ſan- 
guine Spirits forth to meet, and open'd all its ſluicy Gates 
to take the Stranger in. 

L. Boun. Your Maſter ſhou'd never go without a Bottle 
to {mell to---Oh l he recovers the Lavender-Water _. e 
fome Feathers to burn under his Noſe . Hungary Water 
to rub his Temples-—O, he comes to himſelf. Hem a I": 
little, Sir, hem Gipſey. bring the Cordial-Water. , B* 

(Aimwell ſeems to awake in amaze. 

Dor. How d'ye, Sir? 

Aim. Where am I? (Riſong, 
Sure I have paſs'd the Gulph of ſilent Death, 

And now land onthe Eliſian Shore | 
Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 
Fair Proſerpine— let me adore thy bright & 

„ (Kneels to Dorinda, and kiſſes her Hand. 
Mrs. Sul. So, ſo, fo, I knew where the Fit wou'd end. 

Aim. Euridice per haps 
How cou d thy Orpbeus keep his Word, 
And not look back upon thee; 
No Treaſure but thyſelf cou d ſure have brib'd him 
To look one N inute off thee. 

L Boun. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 


Arch. Very delirious, Madam, very delirious, h 
Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. ; | 
Arch, Yes, my Lord... How do's your Lordſhip? 0 


L. Boun. Lord! did you mind that Girls? 
Aim. Where am: ; 
Arch. In very good Hands, Sir, Vou were taken juſt 


this good Lady's Houſe, her Ladyſhip had taken you in, and - 
has miraculouſly brought you to yourſelf, as you 3 
43117) « 
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Aim. I am fo confounded with Shame, Madam, that 1 
n now only beg Pardon — And refer my Acknowledg> 
ents for your Lady ſhip's Care, till an Opportunity offers 
f mak ing ſome Amends. l dare be no longer trouble- 
me——Martin, give two Guineas to the Servants, 

, (Going, 

Bor. Sir you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into the 
d Wir; vou don't look, Sir, as if you were perfectly reco- 
# Weicred. (Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful in dumb ſhew. 

Aim. That | ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent Ilineſs 
ſo tooted, that I-muſt expect to carry it to my Grave. 
- Mrs. Sul. Don't deſpair, Sir, | have known ſeveral in 
- HourD:.ſtemper ſhake it off, with a Fortnight's Phy ſick. 
- L. Boun. Come, Sir, your Servant has telling me, 
Fat you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the Air... Your 
rod Manners ſha'n't get the better of ours —You ſhall fic 
own again, Sir: Come, Sir, we don't mind Ceremo- 
ies in the Country: — Here, Sir, my Servicet'ye— You 
ſhall taſte my Water; tis a Cordial I can aſſure you, and of 
my own making—Drink it off, Sir: (Aimwell drinks.) 
ind how d'ye find yourſelf, now, Sir? 4 

Aim. Somewhat better—tho' very faint ſtill. 

L. Boun. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe 
its. Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman the 
ouſe ; tis but an old Family Building, Sir, but you had 
eter walk about, and cool by degrees, than venture im- 
iediately into the Air. You'll find ſome tolerable Pi- 
tures.—— Dorinda, ſhew the Gentleman the way; I muſt 
zo to the poor Woman below. | (Exit. 

Dor. This way Sir. | 

Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Seryaat to wait on 
you, for he underſtands Pictures very well. 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as he 
0's Pictures, ſo he may come along. 

(Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sull. Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor, 
Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting. 

Foig. Save you, Maſter Scrub. | 
Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way l hate a Prieſt, 
abhor the French and I defie the Devil! — Sir, I'm a 

Briton, and will (pill the laſt Drop of my Blood to keep 

t Popery and Slavery. 


Cd Foig * 


- Srt$ns ace rL-Doa _—_—_ _l_— 
* 
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Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in Pol; 
ticks, and fo I wou'd be {peaking with Mrs. Gipſey. 
Scrub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; ſhe; 
Gck, Sir, ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's . — dead ty 
Months ago, Sir. 


G 
F 
ei 
fy 
( 
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Enter Gipſey. 
Gip, How, now Lmpydence! How dare you talk ſo ſau- 
cily to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it il; for the 
Common People of England are not ſo civil to Strangers, 
WY —— ſte 


Scrub. You lie, you lie; tis the Common People Wl 
that are civilleſt to Strangers. 90 
F Gip. Sirrah, 1 have a gaod mind to Get you out, l 

77 Iwo'n't. 

Gip. You wo'n't, Sauce- box — Pray, Doctor, what is 
the Captain's Name that came to your Inn laſt Night? 

Scrub. The Captain! ah, the Devil, there ſhe hampers IC 
me again; — The Captain has me on one fide, and the 
Prieſt on t' other: So between the Gown and the Sword, 
I have a fine time ont But, Cedant Arma toge. (Going. 

Gip. What, Sirrah, won't you march? 

Scrub. No, my Dear, 1 won't march but III walk 
> And I'll make bold to liſten a little too, 

( Goes behind the Side-Scene, and liſtens. 

Gip. Indeed, Doctor, the Count has been barbarouſly 
treated, that's the Truth on't. 

Foig. Ah, Mrs. Gipſey, upon my Shoul, now, Gra, his 
Comp'ainings would mollifie the Marrow in your Bones, | 
and move the Bowels of your Commiſeration; he veeps, 
and he dances, and he fiſties, and he ſwears, and he laughe, 
and he ſtamps, and he ſings: In concluſion, Joy, he's af- 
flicted, a la Frangois, and a Stranger wou'd not know whis 
der to cry or to laugh with him. 

Gip. What wou'd you have me do, Doctor? 

Foig. Nothing, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs. 
Sullen s Cloſet, when it is dark. 

Gip. Nothing | Is that nothing? It wou'd be both a Sin, 
and a Shame, Doctor | 

Foig. Here is twenty Lewideres, Joy, for your Shame; 
and I will give you an Abſolutiou for the Shin. 


Gip, 
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Gip: But won't that Money look like a Bribe ? 
Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it. If you re- 
eive the Money before-hand, twill be Logic? a Bribe; but 


ſhe' if you ſtay tillafterwards, twill be only a Gratification. 
wlll Gip. Well, Doctor, I'll take it Logice—But what muſt 


do with my Conſcience, Sir? 
Ga Foig. Leave dat vid me, Joy; I am your Prieſt, Gra; 
«l-W:nd your Conſcience is under my Hands. 
the Gip. But ſhou'd I put the Count in the Cloſet — 
Fog. Vel, is there any Shin for a Man's being ina Clo- 
ſket? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſlet. 
ople es rp ifthe Lady ſhou'd come into-her Chamber, and 
oto . 
1 ö Foig. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed Joy? 
Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor? 

a Foig. Velden the Parties muſt be reſponſable. Do 
ts you be gone after putting the Count in the Coſhet; and 
leave the Shins wid themielves_—1 wil come with the 
Count, o inſtru you in your Chamber, 

Gip. Well, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pure Me- 
thinks I'm fo eaſie after an Abſolut ion, and can fin afreſn 
wich ſo much Security, that U'm reſolv'd to die a Martyr 
tot. Here's the Key of the Garden door; come in the 
Back-way, when tis late — I'll be ready to receive you; 
but don't fo much as whiſper, only take hold of my Hand; 
Illead you, and do yeu lead the Count, and follow me. 


: Enter Scrub. | 
US Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imps of 

S [the Devil been a hatching here? There's twenty Lewi- 
8. dores; heard that, and ſaw the Purſe: But I muſt give 


2 room to my Betters. N | (Exit, 
Euter Aimwell leading Dorinda, and making Love in dumb 
81 Shew . Mrs. Sullen and Archer. 


Monte Pray, Sir, (To Archer.) how d'ye like that 

: ce ? 

. Arch. O, tis Leda Vou find, Madam, how Jupi- 
ter comes diſpuis'd to make Love 

» Mrs, Sul. But what think you there of Alexarder's 

Pattcls ? | 


C-3; 1 
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Arch. We want only a Le Brun, Madam, to den 
ter Battels, and a greater General of our own..The 
anube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure in a Pj 
Eture than the Granicus; ard we have our Ramelies te 
match their Arbela. - | 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the Cornet 
there ? | 

Arch. O. Madam, tis poor Ovid in his Exile, 

Aſrs. Sul, What was he baniſh'd for? 

Arch. His ambitious Love, Madam. (Bowing.) His 
Misfortune touches me. | 

Mrs. Sul. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amours? 

Arch. There he has left us in the dark._—tlc was too 
much a Gentleman tc tell. 

Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity bim? 

Arch. And if te were ſucceſsful, I envy him. 

Mrs Sul. How d'ye like that Venus over the Chimney? 

Arch. Venus! | proteſt, Madam, I took it for your 
Picture; but now l look again, 'tis not handſome enqugh. 

Mrs, Sul. Oh, hat a C arm is Flattery ? it you wou'd 
fee my Picture, there it is, over that Cabinet How 
d'ye like it? — 

Arch. | muſtadmire any thing, Madam, that has the 
leaſt Reſ:mb'ance of you But, methinks. Madam 
(Hie looks at the Picture and Mrs. Sullen three or four times, 

turns, Pray, Madam, who drew it? 

Mrs. Sul. A famous Hind, Sir. ; 

(Here Aimwell and Dorinda go off. 

Arch. A famous Hand, Madam: Your Eyes, indeed, 
are featur'd there; but where's the ſparkling Moiſture, 
ſhining Fluid, in which they ſwim ? The Picture, indeed, 
has your Dimp les; but where's the Swarm of killing Cu- 
pids that ſhou'd ambuſh there? The Lips too are figur'd 
out; but where's the Carnation-Dew, the pouting Ripe- 
nels that tempts tue Taſte in the Orginal? 

Mrs. Sul. Had it been myLot to have match'd with ſuch. 
a Man! h (Aſide. 

Arch. Your Breaſts too, preſumptuous Man! what! 
paint Heaven! Apropo, Madam, in the very next Picture 
% Syglmonens, that was iruck dead with Lightning, for of- 
tering 


| —_ 


His | 
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fering to imitate Fove's Thunder; I hope you ſer vd the 


Painter ſo, Madam ? 
Mrs. Sul. Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 


 ſhdu'demploy their Lightning better. 


Arch. There's the fineſt Bed in that Room, Madam, I 
ſuppoſe 'tis your Ladyſhip s Bed-Chamber ? 

Mrs. Sul. And what tuen, Sir? | 

Arch. Ithink the Quilt is the richeſt that ever J ſaw —- 
I can't, at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the Figuresof 
the Embro'dery; Will you give meleave, Madam? 

Mrs Sul. The Devil take his Impudenc:—Sure, if I 
gave him an Opportunity, he durſt uot offer it I have a 
grcat mind to try—- (Going.) (Returns.) 'Sceath, what 
am I doing? And alone too! Siſter, Siſter, (Runs out. 

Arch. I'll follow her cloſe 
For wherea Frenchman durſt attempt to ſtorm, 

A Briton, ſure, may well tbe Worl. perſorm. (Going. 
Enter Scrub. 

Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin, 

Arch. O Brother Scrub, I beg your Pardon, I was not a 
going: Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you. 

Scrub. A Guinea; bi, hi, hi, a Guinea! eh — by this 
Light it is a Guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect one and 
twenty Shiil'ngs in change. 

A#ch. Not at all, 1 have another for Gipſey. 

Serub. A Guinea for her! Faggot and Fire for the Witeh 
ir, give me that Guinza, and þ1: diſcover a Plot. 

Arch. A Plot. | 

Scrub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot Firſt, it muſt 
bea Plot, becauſe there's a Woman in't: Secondly, it muſt 
be a Plot, becauſe there's a Prieſt in't: Thirdly, it muſt 
be a Plot, becauſethere's French Gold in't: And Fourthly, 
it n uſt be a Plot, becauſe I don't know whit to make on'r, 

Arch. Nor any Body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. 

Scrub. Truly, I'm afraid ſo too; for where there's a 
Prieſt and a Woman, there's always a Myſtery and a Ridd e 


This, I know, that here has been the Doctor with a 


Temptation in one Hand and an Abſolurtion in the o her, 
and Gip/ey has ſold herſelf to the Devil; I ſa the Price 
p- id down, my Eyes ſhall take their Oath ont. 


FO Ache 
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Arch. And is all this Buſtle about Gipſey ? 
Scrub. That's not all; I cou'd hear but a Word here and 
there; but | remember they mentian'd a Count, a Cloſet, 
a Back-door, anda Key. WES 
N The Count Did you hear nothing of Mrs. Sul 
* 18 
Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that way: 
But — it was Sullen or Dorinda, 1 cou'd not diſtin» 
In. | 
Os You have told this Matter to no Body, Brother ? 
Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re- 
__ nevertoſpeak one Word pro nor con, till we have a 
eace. 
Arch. Vou' re i' th' right, Brother Scrub; bere's a Trea- 
ty afoot between the Count and the Lady The rieſt and 
e Chamber. maid are the Plenipotentiaries It ſhall go 
hard, but I finda way to be included in the Treaty. 
Where's the Doctor now ? 
Scrub. He and Gipſey are this Moment devouring my 
Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet. 
Aim. (From without.) Martin! Martin! - 
Arch. I come, Sir, I come, | 
Scrub. But you forgot the other Guinea, Brother Mar- 
Jin. 
Arch. Here ] give it withall my Heart. (Exit. 
Scrub. And I take it with all my Soul. —I'cod Þ'il ſpoil 
your Plotting, Mrs. Gipſey; and if you ſhou'd ſet the Cap- 
tain upon me, theſe two Guineas will buy me off, (Exit. 
Enter Mrs, Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 
Mrs. Su Well, Sister. | 
Dor. And well, Siſter, 
Mrs, Sul. What's become of my Lord? 
Dor. What's become ot his Servant? 
Mrs. Sul. Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and a finer 
Gentleman by fifty Degrees than his Maſter. 
Dor. O' my Conſcience, I fancy you cou'd, beg that 
Fe low at the Gallows- foot. | i | 
Mrs. Sul. O' my Conlcience I cou'd, provided I cou'd- - 
put a Friend of yours in his room ? 
Dor, You deſir'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgreſs d the Bounds of Honour. 


© - 


Mrs. Sul. 


doſt mean? You can't think of the Man without the Bed- 
fellow, 1 find. 
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Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cenſorious Country Girl—-W hat - 


Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural in that Thought; 
while the Mind is converſant with Fleſh and Blood, it muſt - 


confarm to the Humours of the Company. 


Mrs. Sul. How a little Love and good Company im- 


proves a Woman! Why Child, you begin to live you 
never ſpoke before. 


Dor. Becauſe I was never fpoke to- My Lord has told 


me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than any of my Sex; 


and truly I begin to think the Man is fincere. 


Mrs. Sal. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is the 


Lite of a Woman, and Flattery is our daily Bread; and ſhe's 
a Fcol that won t believe a Man there, as much as ſhe that 


believes him in any thing elſe But Plllay you a Guinea, 


that I had finer things ſaid to me than you had. 
Dor. Done — What did your Fellow ſay to ye? 


- 


Mrs. Sul. My Fellow took the Picture of Venus for 


mine. 
Dor. But my Lover took me for Penus herſelf. 


Mrs. Sal Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd me a 
Venu directly, 1 ſhould have believed him a Footman in 


good earneſt, 
Dor. But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 
Mrs. Sul. And mine was upon his Tiptoes to me. 
Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
Mrs. Sal. Mine ſwore to die with me. 
Dor. Nine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 
Mrs. Sal. Mine had moving things too. 
Dore Mine kiſs'd my Hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 
Dor. Mine ofler'd Marriage. 
Mrs. Sal. O Laird! D'yecallthat a moving thing? * 


Dor. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver. my dear Siſter : + 


— Why, my tenthouſand Pounds may lie brooding here 


this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome ill- na- 
tur'd Clown like yours: —— Whereas, if J marry my Lord 
£imwell, there will be Title, Place, and Precedence, the 
Park, the Play, and the Drawing-Room, Splendor, Equi- 
page, Noiſe, and Flambeaux.— Hey, my Lady Aimwel:'s 


C5 Servants 
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Seyrants there Lights, Lights to the St: irs— My La- 
dy Aimwell's Coach, put forward. — Stand by; make. 
room for her Ladyſnhip— Are not theſe moving? What! 
Melancholy ot a ſudden ?- 

Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy . Siſter! Your Angel has been. 
watchful tor. your Happineſs, whilſt mine has {lept regard- 
leſs of his Charge. Long {miling Years of circling Joys 
far you, but not one Hour for me (Weeps. . 

Dor. Come, my Dear, weill talk of ſomething elſe. 

Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, I own myſelf : Woman, full of. 
my Sex, a gentle, generops Soul, —ca'y and yielding to. 
foit Deſires; a ſpacious Heart, where Love and all his 
Train might lodge, And muſt the fair Apartment of my. 
Breaſt be made a Stable tor a Brute to lic in? 

Dor. Meaning your Husband, I ſuppoſe. 3 

Mrs. Sal. Huzband! No, Even Ausband is too ſc fta. 
Name for him — But come, I expect my Brother here to 
Night or to Morrow; he was abroad when my Father 
marry'd me, perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy, 

Dor. Will you promiſe nat to make yourſelf eaſy in the 
mean time with my Lord's Friend ? 

Mrs. Sal. You miſtake me, Siſter It happens with us, 
as among the *'en, the greateſt Talkers are the greateſt. 
Cowards, and there's a Reaſon for it; thoſe Spirits evapo- 
rate in Prattle, which might do more Miſchief if they took 
another Courſe Tho', to confeſs the Truch, I do love 

that Fellow; — Andit 1 met him dreſt as he ſhou'd be, 
and I undreſt as 1 ſhould be— -- Look'e, Siſter, 1 have no 
ſupernarural Gifts, I can't {wear I cou'd reſiſt the 
Temptation, — tho' I can ſafely promiſe to avoid it; and 
that's as much as the beſt of us can do. | 
(Exit Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 
Fater Aimwell and Archer laughing. 

Arch. And the awkard Kindneſs of the good motherly 
old Gen:lewoman—— | 

Aim. And the coming Eaſineſs of the young one 
*Sdeath, tis pity to deceive her. 

Arch. Nay, it you adhere to- thoſe Principles, ſtop 
vehere you ar. 5 


Aim. I cau't ſtop; for 1 love her ta Diſtraction, 


Arch? 


* 
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Avch. Sdeath, if you love her a Hair's breadth beyond 
Diſcretion, you mult go no farther, 

Aim, Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaunter- 
ing away our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's, or Will's, 
and be ſtinted to bear looking at our old-Acquaintance, the 
Cards; becauſe our impotent Pockets can't afford us a 
Guinea for the mercenary Drabs. 

Arch. Or be oblige i to ſome Purſe- proud Coxcomb for 
a ſcandalous Bo de, where we muſt not pretend to our 
Share of the Di:-ourſe, becauſe we can't pay our Club o' 
th' Reckoning: - Damn it, I had rather ipungs upon 
Morris, and ſup uj on a Diſh of Bohea {cor'd behind the 
Door. | 

Aim. Ad there expoſe our want of Senſe by ta king 
Criticums, as we ſhould our Want of Money by railing at 
the Government, | 

Arch. Or be oblig'd to ſneak into the Side-box, and be- 
tween both Houſes, ſtcal two Acts ot a Play; and becaufe 
we ha'n't Monty to ſee the other three, e come away 
diſcontented, and damn the whole five. . 

Aim, And ten thouſand ſuch taſcally Tricks had we 
out- li. d our Fortunes among ourAcquaintance-- But a- 

Arch, Ay, now, is the Time to p: event all this Strike 
while the lron is hot This Prieſt is the luck ieſt part of 
our Adventure He ſhall marry you, and pimp for me. 

Aim. But I ſhou'd not like a Woman that can be ſo fond 
ot a Frenchman. 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceſlity has no. Law, the Lady may 
be in Diſtreſs; perhaps ſhe has a contounded Husband, and 
her Revenge may carry her farther than her Love. __I 

ad, I have ſo good an Op nion of her, and of myſelt, that 
begin to fancy ſtrange things; and we muſt {ay this for 
the Honour of our W omen, and indeed of ourſelves, that 
they do ſtick to their Men, as they do to their Megan 
Charta. If the Plot lies as I ſuſpect. I muſt put on the 
Gentleman. But here comes the Doctor ſhall be 
ready. (Exit, 
Enter Foigard. 

Fozg. Sauve you, noble Friend. 

Alm. O Sir, your Servant: Pray, Doctor, may I crave 
your Name? 
Foig» 
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Foig. Fat Naam is upon me? My Name is Foigard, oy 

Aim. Foigard! Avery good Name for a Clergyman : 
Pray, Doctor Forgard, were you ever in Ireland! 

Foig. Ireland. No, Joy:-—Fat ſort of Plaace is dat 
ſaam Ireland? Dey ſay de People are catch'd dere when 
dey are young. 

Aim. And ipme of em when they're old; as for Ex- 
ample. (Takes Foigard by the Shoulder.) Sir, Larreſt you 
as a Traytor againſt the Government; you're a. Subject of 
England, and this Morning ſhewed me a Commiſſion, by 
which you ſerv'd as Chaplan in the French Army: This is 
Death by our Law, and your Reverence muſt hang tor't. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, noble Friend, dis is ſtrange Nevys 
you tell me, Fader Foigard a Subject of England! de Son of 
aBurgomaſter of Bruſſels, a Subject of England! Ubooboo-- 

Aim. The Son ot a Bog-trotter in Ireland; Sir, your 
Tongue will condemn you before any Bench in the King- 

dom. 

Foig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy ? 

Aim, That's enough. 

Foig. No, no, Joy, for I vil never ſpake Engliſh no more. 

Aim. Sir, I have other Evidence— Here, Martin, ou 


D * — 25 
— n = Pr TY Trans as mg 
** 22 — 


know this Fellow. 
Enter Archer. : 
Arch. (In a brougue.) Saaye you, my dear Cuſſen, how | 
does your Health: 


Foig. Ah! Upon my Shoul dere is my Countryman, and 
his Brouge will hang mine. (Aſide.) Mynheer, Ick wet neat 
watt hey xæacht, Ic Univerſton ewe neat, Sacramant. 

Aim. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 
low knows your Perſon, and will ſwear to your Face. 

Forg. Faaſh! Fey is dere a Brouge upon my Faaſhtos! 

Arch. Upon my Soulvation dere ith Joy But Cuſſen 
M aci:ſhine vil you not puta Remembrance upon me. 

Foig. Mackſhane; by St. Paatrick, dat iſh my Naame 
ſure e ough. (Aſide. 

Aim. I fancy. Archer, you have it. 

Foig. The Devil hang you, Joy. — By fat Acquaintance 
are you my Cuſſen? 

Arch O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, Joy; you knows 

we were little Boys togeder upon de School, and your Fo- 


— 
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ſter-Moder's Son was marry'd upon my Nurſe's Chiſter, 
Joy, and ſo we are Iriſh Cuſſens. 

Foig. De Devil taake de Relation! Vel, Joy, and fat 
Schocl mo A 1 5 

Arch. I tink it vas —— Aay.— t was Ti IP 

Foig No, no, Joy; it was Kilkenny. ry 

Aim. That's enough for-us--Selt-Confeſſion--Come, dir, 
we muſt deliver you into the Hands of the next Magiſtrate. 

Arch. He ſends you to Goal, you're try'd next Aſſizes, 
and away you go ſwing into Purgatory. 

Foig. And is it ſo wid you, Cuſlen ? 

Arch. It vil be ſho wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't im- 
mediately confeſs the Secret between you and Mrs. Gipſey 
Look'e, Sir, the Gallows or the Secret, take your Choice, 

Foig. The Gallows! Upon my Shoul I hate that flames 
Gallows, for it is a Diſeaſh dat is fatal to our Family — Vel, 
den, dere is nothing; Shentlemens, but Mrs. Sullen wou'd 
ſpaak wid the Count in her Chamber at Midnight, and dere 
iſh no Harm, Joy, for I am to conduct the Count to the 
Plaſh, my ſhelf. 

Arch. As I gueſs'd—— Have you communicated the 
Matter to the Count? 

Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince. 

Arch. Right agen; why then, Doctor,. you ſhall. 
conduct me to the Lady inftead ot the Count, 

Foig. Fat my Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my Shoul, 
Gra, dat is toa much upon the Brogue. 

Arch. Come, come, Doctor, conſider we have got a 
Rope about your Neck, and it you offer to ſqueek, we'll 
ſtop your Wind- pipe, moſt certainly; we ſhall have another 
Jobb for you in a Day or two, I hope. 

Aim. Here's Company coming this way, let's into my 
Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther, 

Arch, Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along. ( Extunt. 

Enter Boniface, Hounſlow and Bag ſhot at one Door, 

Gibbet at the oppoſite. | 

G1ib,Well,Gentlemen,'tisa fine Night for ourEnterpriſe.. 

Hounſ. Dark as Hell. | 

Bag. And blows like the Devil; our Landlord here has 
Thow'd us the Window where we muſt break in, and tells 
us the Plate ſtands in the Wainſcot Cupboard in the Parlour. 

Box. 


* 
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Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bagſhot, as the Saying is, Knives and 
Forks, and Cups, and Canns, and TumWers, and Tankards 
here's one Tankard, as the Say ng is, that's near upon 
as big as me, it Was a Preſent to the Squire from his God- 
= wk and ſmells of Nutmeg and Toalt like an Eaſt-1n- 

p. 

Honn. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the Stair- head? 

Bon. Yes, Mr. Honnflow, as the Saying is — At one 
end of that Gallery lies my Lady Bount iſul and her Daugh- 
ter, and at the other Mr<, Fallen. As for the Squire. — 

Gi. He's ſufe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, and 
he's more than half Seas over already But ſuch a Parcel 
of Scot rzireisare got about him now, that I gad I was 


, aſham's to be {cen in their Company. 
n Bon. Tis now Twelve, as the Saying is Gentlemen 
J you muſt ſet out at One. 


' G16. Hounſow, do you and Bagſhot ſee our Arms fix'd, 
th and I'll come to you preſently. 
348 Houn. 


1 | Bag. zwe wil. (F xeunt. 
| 1 Gib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub is a 
LY Coward ? 
| Bon. A Chicken, as the Saying is — You'll, have no - 
i Creature to deal with bur the Ladies. 
'v Gib. And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's a great deal of 


$i Addreis and good Manners in robbing a Lady; l am the 
1 moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travelld the Road 
| But, my dear Bonny, this Prize will be a Galleon, a Vigo 
1 Buſine s I warrant you we ſtall bring off three or four 
1 thouſand Pound. 
f Bon. In Plate, Jewels and Money, as the Say ing is, yu 
® may. | 
14 Gib. Why then, Tybrrn, I defy thee, I' get up to 
| Town, ſell off my Horſe and Arms, buy myſelf ſome 
14 ptettj Employment in the Houſhold, and be as ſnug, and 
[1 as honeſt as any Courtier of em al. 


1 Bon. And what think you then of my Daughter C/xrry 
11 for a Wife? 

: Gib. Look'e, my dear Bonny — Cherry is the Gouldeſs I 
#dere ; as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim that Man ang 


Wife 


— 
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Wife ſhou'd never have it in their Power to hang one an- 
other, for if thoy ſhould, the Lord have Mercy on em- 
both. (Exeunt 


The End of the Fourth AC T. 


& GK Vs. 


S.CEN E continues. Knocking without. 


Enter Boniface. | 
A Oming, coming A Coach and ſix foaming Horſes 
(C at this time o' Night! Some great Man, as the Says 
ing is, for he ſcorns to travel with other People. 
Enter Sir Charles Freeman: 

Sir Ch. What, Fellow! A Publick-Houſe, and a Bed 
when other People ſleep ? 

Bon. Sir, I a'n't a Bed, as the Saying is. 

Sir Ch. is Mr. Sullen's Family a Bed think'e ? 

Bon. All but the Squire himſelf, Sir, as the Saying is, 
ke's in the Houſe, 

Sir Ch, What Company has he? 

Bon, Why, Str, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
Fxciſeman, the Hunch- back d Barber, and two or three 
ather Gentlemen. | 

Sir Ch. I find my Siſter's Letters gave me the true Pi- 
Eture ot her Spouſe. ; 

Enter Sul'en Drank: { 

Bon. Sir, here's the Squire. 

Sul. The Puppies lett me aſleep Sir. 

Sir Ch. Well, Sir. 

Sul. Hir, I am an unfortunate Man I have three 
thouſand Pound a Year, and I can't get a Man to drink'a 
Cup of Ale with me, he 

Sit Ch. That's very hard, 


Sx. 


— 


— 
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Sul. Ay, Sir. And unleſs you have Pity upon me, and 
ſmoke one Pipe with me, I muſt een go home to my 
Wife, and I had rather go to the Devil by half. 

Sir Ch. But I preſume, Sir, you wo'n t ſee your Wife 
to Night, ſhe' be gone io Bed you don't uſe to lie with 
your Wite in that Pickle ? | ; 

Sul. What! not lie with my. Wife! Why, Sir, do you 
take me for an Atheiſt or a Rake? | 

Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better lie 
from her. | 

Sul. I think ſo too, Friend — But I ama Juſtice of 
Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 

Sir Ch Law! as I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no Body ob- 
ſerves Law for Law's lake, only for the good ot thoſe for 
whom it was mae. | 

Sul. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Goal, you 
mult lie there, my Friend. 

Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve it. 
Sul. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I marry'd ? 

Sir Ch, Nay, Sir, it you call Marriage a Crime, you 
muſt di ſowu it tor a Law. . 

Sul. Eh! ! muſt be acquainted with you, Sir— But, 
Sir, I ſhou'd be very glad to know the Truth of this Mat- 
der. 
Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profcund Sea, and few there 
be that dare wade deep enough to find out the Bottom on't. 
Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the Line of your Underſtanding 
mayn't be long enough. 

dul. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your Sea of 
Truth, but it a good Parcel of Land can intitle a Man to a 
little Truth, I have as much as any He in the Country. 

Bon. I never heard your Woi ſhip, as the Saying is, talk 
ſo much before. 

Sul. Becauſe I never met with-a Man that I lik d be- 
fore 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as the Saying is, let me ask you ons 

ueſtion? Are not Man and Wite one bleſh ? 

Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 
Fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elle but rational 
Creatures have Minds that muſt be united, = 
Sul. Minds! e ; 


oo 
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Sir Ch: Ay, Minds, Sir, don't you think that the Mind 
takes place of the Body? 
Sul. In ſome People. 

Sir Ch. Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be confule: 
ed before that of his Servant. 

Sul. Sir, you fhalldine with me to Morrow-— Oons I 
always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Ch. Sir, I know that my two Hands are naturally 
one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, help 
one another in all the Actions of Lite; but I cou'd not By 
ſo much, if they were always at Cuffs. 

Sul. Then tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir! 

Sul. Will you take her, Sir? 

Sir Ch. With all my Heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her to Morrow Morning, and Ve 
niſon- paſty into the argain. 

Sr Ch. Vou'll let me — her Fortune too? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no quarrel at her For- 
tune oniy hate the Woman, Sir, and none but the 
Woman ſhall go. 

Sir Ch. But her Fortune, Sir 

Sul Can you play at Whisk, Sir? 

Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 

Sul. Nor at All fours? 

Sir Ch. Neither. 

Sul. Oons where was this Man bred. (Aſide.) Burn 
me, Sir, I can't go home, tis buc two a Clock. 

Sir Ch. For half an Hour, Sir, it you p:caſc——But you, 
muſt conſider tis late. 

Sul. Late! that's the Reaſon | can't go to Bed Come. 
Sir (Exeunt. 
Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the Stage and knocks at Aimwell's 

Chamber Door. Enter Aimwell in his Night Gap and 

Gown. 

Aim. What's the matter? you tremble, Child, you're 
ſrighted. 

= No wonder, Sir But in ſhort, Sir, this 
very Minute, a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my Lady 
Bountiful's Houſe, 

Aim. How | 


- Cher, 
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Cher. I dogg'd em to the very Door, and lefr en 
breaking in. 

Atm. Have you alarm'd any Body elſe with the News ? 

Cher. No, no, Sir, þ wanted to have diſcover'd the 
whole Plot, and twenty other Things to your Man Mari 
tin; but I have ſearch'd the whole Houſe and can't find 
him; where is he? 

Aim. No matter, Child, will you guide me immediate- 
ly to the Hou'e ? 
| Cher. With all my Heart, Sir; my Lady Fountiſul is my 
* God-mother; and | love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well 
4 Aim. Dorinda th Name inſpires me, the Glory and 

| th: Danger fha!! be all my own——.Come, my Life, let 

| me but get my Sword.. (Exeunt. 


| SCE N E changes to a Bed-chamber in 
Lady ?:ountiful's Honuſe. 


I Enter Mys. Sullen, Dorinda andreſs'd. A Table and Lights. 

| Dor. Tis very late, Siſter, no News of your Spouſa 
1 yet ? 

Ii Mrs. Sul. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till towards 

| four, and then perhaps | may be executed with his Com- 

ny. 

Dor Well, my Dear, I'll leave you to your reſt; you'l 
go directly to Bed, | ſuppole ? 

Mrs. S/. I don't know what to do; hey hoe. 

Dor. r"at'sa deſiring Sigh, Siſter. 

Mrs. ut. This is a languifhirg Hour, Siſter, 

Dor. And might prove a critical Miaute, if the pretty 
Fellow were here. 

Mrs. Sl. Here! what, in my Bed- chamber, at two a 
Clock o' th' Morning, undreſs'd, the tami y aſleep, my. 
hated Hus band abroad, and my lovely Fellow at my Feet 
O gad, Siſter! ; 

Dor. Tnough's are free, Siſter, and them l allow you 
So, my Dear, good Night. (Exit. 
Mrs. Sul. A good reſt to my dear Dorinda. Thoughts 
free! are they ſoꝰ Why tben ſuppoſe him here, dreſs dlike 
a youthful, gay, and burning Bridegroom. (Here Archer 
ſteals out of the Cloſet.) with Tongue enchanüng, Eyes be- 
wuching,., 
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witching, Knees imploring. (Turns a little of one Side, and 
fees Archer in the Poſture 4 deſcribes.) Ah ( hrieks, and 
e 


runs to the other Side of the tage.) Have my Thoughts 
rais'd a Spirit What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devil? 

Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam. (Riſeng: 

Mrs. Sul. How ſhall I be ſure of it? 

Arch. Madam, I'il give you Demonſtration this Mi- 
nute, (Takes her Hand. 

Mrs. Sul. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude? 

Arch. Yes, Madam. it you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Sul. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye? 

Arch. From the Skies, Madam — l'm a Jspier in 
Love, and you ſhall be my lomena. 

Irs. Sul. How came you in; 

Arch. I flew in at the Window, Madam; your Coſen 
Cupid lent me his Wings, and your Siſter Venus open'd the 
Caſement. 

Mrs. Sul. I'm ſtruck dumb with Admiration. 

Arch. And | with Wonder. (Looks paſſionately at her. 

Mrs. Sul. What will become of me ? 

Arch How beautiful ſhe looks Tbe teeming jolly. 
Spring ſmiles in her blooming Face; and when ſhe was 
concetv'd, her Mother {melt to Roſes, look'd on Lilies 
Lillies unfold their White, their fragraut Charm, 
When the warm Sun thus darts into their Arms. 

(Runs to her. 

Mrs. Sul. Ah! (Shrikes, 

Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You llraiſe 
the Houſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, I'll wake the Dead before I bear this 
W hat! Approach rac with the Freedoms of a Keeper! I'm 
glad on't, your In pu 'ence has cur'd me. 

Arch. It this bz Impudence, (Kneez:.) I leave to your 


| partial ſelt; no panting Pilgrim, after a tedious, painful 


Voyage, e'er how'd before his Saint with more Devotion, 

Mrs. Sul. Now, now, I'm ruin'd it he kneels. (Aſide.) 

Riſe thou proſtrate Ingineer, not all thy under mining Skill 

ſhall reach my Heart——Riſe, and know I ama Woman 
without mySex ʒI can love to all the Tenderneſs of Wiſtes,, 

Sighs and Tears But go no farther Still to convince po 
tat 
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that I'm more than Woman, I can ſpeak my Frailty, con 
feſs my Weakneſs even for you But 

Arch. For me! (Going to lay hold on her. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Sir, build not upon that — for my 
moſt mortal Hatred follows, if you diſobey what I com- 
mand you now leave me this Minute If be de- 
nies I'm loſt. (Aide. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe 

Mrs. ou Any thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come? 

Mrs. Sal. To Morrow, when you will. 

Arch. Your Lips muſt ſeal the Promiſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhawy! 

Arch. They muſt, they muſt. (Kiſſes her.) Raptures 
and Paradiſe! And why not now, my Angel? The Time, 
the Place, Silence and Secrecy, all con{pire—And the now 
conicious Stars have pre-ordain'd this oment for my 
Happin: ſs. (Takes her in his Arms, 

Mrs. $1. You will not, cannot, ſure. 

Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not Mortals 
of to Morrow's Dawn, this Night ſhall crown my Joys. 

Mrs. Sul. My S:x's Pride aſſiſt me. 

Arch. My Sex's Strength help me. 

Mrs. Sul You ſh Il kl ma firſt, 

Arch. Vil die with you. (Carrying her off. 

Mrs, ul. Thieves, Thieves, Murther — | 

Enter Scrub in his Rreeches, a:done hoe. 
Srrub. Thieves, Thieves Murther, Popery, X 
Arch, Ha! the very timorous Stag will Kill in Rutting- 


time. (Drews, and offers ro ſtab Scrub. 
Scrub. ( Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſparcaill have and take 
my Life. 


Mrs Sul. (Holding Archer's Hand) What does the Fel- 
low mean ? 

Scrub. O Madam, down upon your Knees, your Mar- 
row-bones — he's one of them. 

Arch. Ot whom? 

Scru . One ot theRogues--I beg your Pardon, one of the 
honeſt nt emen that juſt now are broke into the Houſe. 

Arch” How! | 


Mrs. Sul. I hope you did not come to rob me? 
| Arch. 


SJ. 
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Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but 1 wau'd have taken 
nothing but what you might ha' {par'd ; but your crying 
Thieves, has wak'd this dreaming Fool, and o takes em 
for granted. 

Scrub, Granted! *tis granted, Sir; take all we have. 
Mrs. Sal. The Fellow looks as if he were broke out of 

Bedlam, 

Scrub. Oons, Madam, they're broke into the Houſe 
with Fire and Sword; Iſaw them, heard them, they'll 
be here this Minute. 

Arch. What, Thieves! 
Scrub. Under Favour, Sir, I think ſo. 
Mrs. Sul. What ſhall we do, Sir? | 

Arch, adam, I wiſh your Ladyſhip a good Night. 

Mrs. Sal. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you coms 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your immor- 
tal Hatred. ; 

Mrs. Sul. Nay, but pray, Sir © (Takes hold of him. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my Turn to be raviſh'd 
you ſee now, Madam, you muſt uſe Men one way or 
other; but take this by the way, good Madam, that none 
but a Fool will give you the Benefit of bis Courage, unleſs 
you'll take his Love along with it. How are they arm'd, 
Friend ? 5 

Scrub. With Sword and Piſtol, Sir. | 

Arch, Huſh!—1 ice a dark Lanthorn coming thro? 
the Gallery Madam, be aſſur'd I will protect you, or 
lote my Life. | 

Mrs. Sul. Your Life no, Sir, they can rob me of no- 
thing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, let 
me intreat you to be gone. 

Arch. No, Madam, I'll conſult my own Safety, for the 
ſake ot yours; 1'li work by Stratagem : Have you Cou- 
rage enough to ſtand the Appearance of em? 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, ſince have ſcaped your Hands, I 
can face any thing. 

Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrub; Don't you know 
me ? 

Scrub, Eh! my dear Brother, let me kiſs thee. 

. g (Kiſſes Archer. 
Arch, 
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Arch. This Way Here 
(Archer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 
Tnter Gibbet, with a dark Lanthorn in ons Hand and à Pi- 
ſtol in tother. 
G16. Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 
Mrs. Sul. Who are you, Sir? What wou'd you bayc? 
Dye come to rob me? 

8. Rob you; alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a young- 
er Brother, Madam; and ſo, Madam, if you make a Noiſe, 
I' ſhoot you through the Head: But don't be afraid, Ma- 

dam, (L aying his Lantern and Piſtol upon the Table.) Theſe 
Rings, Madam; don't be concern'd, Madam; I have a 
protound Reſpe ct tor you, Madam; your Keys, Madam; 
don't be friefred, Madam zl'm the meſt of a Gentleman: 
{Searching her Pockets.) This Necklace, Madam; I never 
was rude to any Lady! l have a Veneration— tor this 
Necklace (Here 1 having come round, and ſeix A 
the Piſtol, takes Gibbet by the Collar, trips up his Heels 
and cla ps the Piſtol to his Breaſt. 

Arch. Hold, prophane Vi.lain, and take the Reward of 
thy Sacrilege. | 

Gib. Oh / Pray, Sir, don't kill me; I att prepar'd, 

Arch. How many is there ot em, Scrub? 

Scrub, Five and Forty, Sir. 

Arch. Then I muſt kill the Villain, to have him out of 
the way. | 

Gib. Hold, hold, Sir; we are but three upon my Ho- 
nour, 

Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him ? 

Scrub, Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 

Arch. Run to Gipſey's Chamber, there you'll find the 
Doctor; bring him hither preſently. (Exit Scrub, running. 
Coꝛae, Rogue, it you have a ſhort Prayer, ſay it. 

Gib. Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Government has 
provided a Chaplain to ſay Prayers for us on theſe Occa- 
ons. | 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him: You fright me 
as much as him. 

Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the occaſi- 
cn of my Diſappointment— Sirrah, this Moment is your 
5 Gib. 
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Gib. Sir, I'll give you Two hundred Pounds to ſpare 
my Life. | 

Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command four Hundred; but 1 
gult reſerve Two of 'em to ſave my Life at the Seſſions. 

Enter Scrub and Foigard. 

Arch. Here, Doctor, 1 ſuppoſe Scrub and you, between 

you, may manage him: Lay hold of him, Doctor. 
| (Fo'gard lays hold of Gibbet. 

Gib. Whar! turu'd over to the Prieſt already Look'e, 
Doctor, you come betorc your time; I a'n't condemn'd 
yet, | thank ye, 

Foig. Come, my dear Joy, I vil ſecure your Body and 
your Shoul too; 1 vil make you a good Catholick, and give 
you an Abſolution. 

Gib. Abſolution! Can you procure me a Pardon, 
Doctor? 

Foig. No, Joy. 
3 Then you and your Abſolution may go to the 

vil. | 

Arch. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind him. 
Take the Piſtol, and it he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot him thre 
the Head. and come back to us with all the ſpeed you 
can. 

Scrub. Ay, ay; come, Doctor, do you hold him faſt, 
and I']] guard him. 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the Doctor? - 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam — (Shrieking wi Hout.) Sdeath! 
the Rogues are at work with the other Ladies: I'm 
vex d | parted with the Piſtol; but i wuſt fly to their Aſſt» 
ſtance—— Will you ſtay here, Madam, or venture yourſelf 
with me ? 

Mrs. $#l, Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 

( Takes him by the Arm, and Exeunt- 


SCENE 
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SCE N E changes to another Appart. 
ment in the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Hounſlow dragging in Lady Bountiful and Bag- 
| _ halling in Dorinda; the Rogues with Swords 
awn, | 


Houn. Come, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. 
Bag. Your Keys, your Keys, old Gentlewoman. 
Enter Aimwell and Cherry. 

Aim. Turn this way, Villains; Idurſt engage an Army 
in ſuch a Cauſe. (He engages em both, 
ow O, Madam, had I but a Sword to help the brave 

n! 

L. Boun. There's three or four hanging up in the Hall; 
but they won't draw. Lell go etch one however. (Exit. 
Enter Archer and Ars. Sullen. 

Arch, Hold, bold, my Lord, every Man his Bird, pray. 

(They engage Man to Man, the Rogues are 
| thrown and diſarm d. 
Cher. What! the Rogues taken! then they'll impeach 


my Father; { muſt give him timely Notice. (Runs out. 


Arch. Shall we kill the Rogues ? 
Aim. No, no, we'll bind them. 
Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your Garter. 
(Zo Mrs. Sullen who ſtands by him. 
Mrs. Sul. The Devil's in this Fellow; he fights, loves, 
and banters, ail in a Breath Here's a Cord that the 
Rogues brought with'em, I ſuppoſe. 

Arch. 18 right, the Rogues Deſtiny, a Rope to 
bang himſcl Come, my Lord —— This is but a 
ſcandalous fort ot an Office, (Binding the Rogues together.) 
if our Adventures ſhou'd end in this Sort of Hangman- 
Work; but | hope there is ſomething in proſpect that 

Enter Scrub. 
Well, Scrub, have you ſecur'd your Tartar ? 

Scrub. Yes, Sir, 1 left the Prieſt and him diſputing 
about Religion. 

Aim. And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap the Bene- 

lit ot the Controverſy, (Delivers the Priſoner s to Scrub, 
who leads them out. 

Mrs, Sul. 


1 
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Mrs. Sul. Pray, $'fter, how came my Lord here? 
Dor. And pray, how came the Gentleman here? 
Mrs. Sul. 1 U tell you the greateſt Piece of Villny 

(They talk in Show. 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſsful 
is your Adventures than the Houſe-breakers. 

Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is the Prin- 
cipalPreſs her this Minute to marry you — now white 
ſhe's hurry d between the Palpitation of ber Fear, and Joy 
ot her Deliverance, now while the Tide of her Spirits are 
at high Flood Throw yourſelf at her Feet; ſpeak ſome 
Remantick Nonſenſe or other; Addreſs her like Alex- 
ander in the Height of his Victory, confound her Senſes, 
hear doven her Reaſon, and away with her The Prieſt 
is nov in the Cellar and dare not refuſe to do the Work. 

: Enter Lady Bountiful. | 

Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being obſorv d 

Arch. You a Lover! And not find a Way to get off. 
Let me ſee. 

Aim. Tou bleed. Archer. 

Arch, Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this Wound will do the 
Buſineſs — I'll amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. Sullen about 
dreſſing my Wound, while you carry off Dorinda. 

L. Baun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how you 
wou'd be gra'ified for the Services | 

Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for 
Comp'iments; l'm wounded, Madam. 

L. Bown.and Mrs. Sul. How! wounded |! 

Dor. I hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no Hurt? 

Aim. None but what you may cure 

( Makes Love in dumb Show! 

L. Boun. Let me ſee your Arm, Sir —1 muſt have ſome 
Bovrder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood —O me! an ugly Gaſh, 
upon my Word, Sir, you muſt go into Bed. 

Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well Ma- 
dam (To Mrs. Sullen.) Will you do me the Favour to con- 
duct me to a Chamber? . 555 
I. Boun. Do, do, Daughter. — while I get the Lint, 
and the Probe, and the Plaiſter ready. 

( Runs out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda 
another, 


D Arch. 
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Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your Mo- 
ther's Commands ? 


Mrs. Sul. How can you, after what is paſt, have the 


Confidence to ask me:? 


Arch, And if you go to that, how cn you after what 
is paſt, have the Confidence to deny mæe Was not this 
Blood ſhed in your De ence, and my Life d for your 


Protection Look e, Ma lam, I'm none of your Roman- 


tick Fools, that fight Siants and Monſters for nothing; 
my Valour is downright Swiſs ; I'm a Soldier of Fortune 
and muſt be paid. | 


M1. Sal. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to opbraid me 
with your Services. 

Arch. Tis ungenerousin you, Madam, not to reward 
em. 

Mrs. Sul. How! at the expence of my Honour? 

Arch. Honour! Can Honour conſiſt with Ingratitude? 
It you wou d deal like a Woman of Honour, do like a Man 
of Honour: d'yethink I wou'd deny you in ſuch a Caſe? 

Enter a Servant. * 


Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you ctbaß your. 


Brother is ke;ow at the Gate. 
Mrs. Sul. My Brother! Heaven's be prais' d $i; be 
ſþall thank you for your Services, he bas it in his Poyytr. 
Arch, Who is your Prother, Madam? © - 
Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Freeman. You'll excuſe me, Sir; 
I muſt go and rece ve him. (Exit. 
Arch. Sir Charles Freeman! Death and Hell! M y 
old Acquaintance, Now unleſs Aimwell has made 
uſe of his time, all our fair Machine goes ſouſe into the Sea 
like the Ediſtone. . © (Exits 


S CE N E changes to the Gallery in ths 
ſame Houſe. 


Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 
Dor. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd ; your 
late generous Action will, I bope, plead for my eaſie Y ield- 


ing, tho' I muſt own your Lordſhip had a Fricad in the 
Fort bctore, | 


Ami. 
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Aim. The Sweets of Hybla dwell upon her Tong ue 
Here Doctor 


Enter Foigard with a Book. 

Foig. Are you prepar'd boat ? 

Dor. I'm ready: But, firſt, my Lord one Word? _.- 
] have a frightful Example of a haſty Marriage in my own 
Family; when | reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. Pray, my 
Lord, conſider a little 

Aim. Conſider! Do you doubt my Honour or my 
Love? | 

Dor. Neither: I do believe you equally juſt as brave. 
And were your whole Sex drawn out tor me to chuſe, I 
ſhou'd not caſt a look upon the Multitude if you were ab- 
ſent— But, my Lord, I'm a Woman; Colours, Conceal- 
m-nts may hide a thouſand Faults in me; — Therefore” 
know me better firſt; 1 hardly dareafirm I knew mylelf 
in any thing except my Love. 

Aim. Such Goodneſs who cou'd injure; I find myſelf 
unequal to the Task of a Villain; ſhe boo gain'd my Soul, 
and made it honeſt like her own ; I cannot, cannot hurt 
her. ( Aſide.) Doctor, retire. (Exit Foigard.) Madam, 
behold your Lover and your Proſclyte, and judge of my: 
Paſſion by my Converſfion—-I'm alla Lie, nor dare I give 
— to your Arms; I'm all Counterfeit except my “ ai- 

9 | 

Dor. Forbid it Heaven! A Counterfeit! - | 

Aim. I am no Lord, but a pcor needy Man, come with 
a mean, a ſcandalous Deſign to prey upon your Fortune: 
Eut the Beauties of your Mind and Perſon have fo won me 
from myſelf, that like a truſty Sc: vant, I prefer the Inter- 
eſt of my Miſtreſs to my own. 

Dor. Sure | have had the Dream of ſome poor Mariner, 

 afl-eping Image of a welcome Port, and wake, involv'd. 
in Storms Pray, Sir, Who are you ? 

Aim. Brother to the Yan whole Title I uſurp'd, bu 
{franger to his Honour or his Fortune. | 

Dor. Matchleſs honeſty ——Once | was proud, Sir, ot 

our Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that you want 
t: Now I can ſhew my aim was juſtly leyell'd, and had- 
no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 


D 2 Enser 
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Enter Foigard at one Door, Gipſey at another, who . 


pers Dorinda. 
Your Pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir? You 
muſt excuſe me lll wait on you preſently. ö 
8 (Exit with Oy; 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh, (Exit. 
Aim. Gone! And bid the Prieſt depart It has an omni 
nous Look. 


Arch. Courage, Tom, Shall I wiſh you Joy ? 

Aim, No. 

Arch. Oons, Man, what ha' you been doing? 

Aim. O Archer, my Honeſty, I fear, has ruin'd me. 

Arch. How! 

Aim. 1 have diſcover'd myſelf, 

Arch. Diſcover'd! And witbout my Conſent? What 
Have I embark'd my ſmall Remains in the fame Bottom 
Mon yours, and vou diſpoſe of all without my Partner- 

ip? 

+ O Freber, TI own my Fault. 

Arch. After Conviction Tis then too late for Par- 
don Tou may remember, Mr. Aimwell, that you pro- 
pos d this Folly As you begun. ſo end it Henceforth 
F'll hunt my Fortune ſingle So farewel. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a Minute. 

Arch. Stay! What to be deſpis'd, expos'd and laagh'd 
at No, I wou'd ſooner- change Conditions with the. 
worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than bear one 
{cornful Smile from the proud Knight that once I treated 
as my Equal. 

Aim. What Knight? 

Arch. Ser Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady that 

I had almoſt But no matter for that, Tis a curſed Night's 
| Work, and {ol leave you ro make the beſt ont. 


Aim. Freeman! One Word, Archer. Still I have 
apes: methought ſhe receiv'd my Confeſſion with Plea- 
ure. | 


Arch. *Sdeath, who doubts it ? 


Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and (till I dare 
belieye ſhe willbe jut—. 


Arch. 
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Arch. To herſelt, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd have 
8 

Aim, By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes. 

Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 

Dor. Come, my dear Lord l fly with Impatience toi 
your Arms The Minutes of my Abſence was a tedious 
Year, Where's this tedious Prieſt? 

Enter Foigard. 

Arch. Oons, a brave Girl. N 3 

Dor. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman is privy to 
our Affairs? 

Arch. Ves, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father. 

Dor. Come, Prieſt, do your Office. 

Arch. Make haſte, make haſte, couple em any way: - 
(Takes Aimwell's Hand.) Come, Madam, I'm to give 

ou 
: Dor. My Mind's alter d, I wont. 

Arch: 1— 

im. I'm confounded. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, and ſho is my ſhe. - 

Arch. What's the matter row, Madam ? 

Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous Action deſerves ano- 
ther... This Gcntleman's Honour oblig'd him to hide no- 
thing from me; my Juſtice engages me to conceal nothing 
from him: In ſhort, Sir, you are the Ferſon that you 
thought you counterfeited ; you are the true L rd Viſ- 
count Aimwell, and I wiſh your Lordſl:ip Joy. Now 
Prieſt, you may be gone; if my Lord is now pleasd wit 
the Match, l' let his Lordſhip marry me in the Face of the 
Worlds 

Aim. Archir, what does ſhe mean? 

Dor. Here's a Witneſs tor my Truth. 

Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 

Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimwell, L wiſh you Joy: - 

Aim. Of what ? | 

Sir. Ch. Of your Honour, and Eſtate. Your Brother 
died the Day before I left London; and all your Friends 
have writ after you to Bruſſels; among the reſt I did my 
ſelt the Honour. 

Arch, Heark'e, Sir Knight, don't: you: banter no-]? 


* 
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Sir Ch, Tis Truth, upon my Honour. 

Aim. Thanks to the preguant Stars that form'd this 
Accident. — 

Arch. Thanks to the Wangb of Time that brought it 
forth; away with it. | | 

Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to the 
Prize ( Taking Dorinda's Hand. 

Arch. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles Fr ee- 
man. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. My Lady, I wiſh you 
Joy. gad, Sir Freeman, you're the honeſteſt 

ellow living. 'Sdeath, l'm grown ſtrange Airy 
upon this Matter My Lord, how d' A 
Word, my Lord; Don't you remember ſomething of a 
previous Agreement, that entitles me to the oiety of this 
Lady's Fortune, Which, I think, will amount to five thou- 
ſand Pound > 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer: You wou'd ha' cut my 
9 juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this 

y. 

Arch. Ay, and Vil cut your Throat again, if you ſhou'd 
deceive her now. 

Aim. That's what I expect; and to end the Diſpute, 
the Lady's Fortune is Ten thouſand Pound, we'll divide 
Stakes; take the Ten thouſand Pound, or the Lady, 

Dor. How Is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent: 

Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows very 
we.l, that Il take the Money; I leave you to his Lord- 
ſhip, and fo we're both provided tor. 

Enter Count Bel'air. | 

Count, Meſdames & Meſſieu rs. I am your Servant trice 
humble: 1 hear you be rob here. 

Aim. The Ladies have been in ſome Danger, Sir. 

Count. And begar, our Inn! be rob too. 

Aim. Our Inn! By whom? 

Count. By the Landlord, begar 
rob himſelf, and run away. 

Arch. Rob'd himſelf! 


- LEES” ey & — 


Gar ⁊ oon he has 


Count. Ay, b. gar, and me too of a hundre Found. 
Arch. A hundred Pound! 
Count. Yes, that I ow d him, 
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Am. Our Money's gone, Frank. 


venus quelque choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry. . 
Enter a Fellow with a ſtrong Box and a Letter. 
Fal. Is there one Martin here? 
Arch. Ay, ay ——who wants him? 
Fol. I have a Box here and a Letter for him. 


Arch. (Taking the Box.) Ha, ha, ha, What's here? - 


Legerdemain' By this Light my Lord our Money again; 
but this. unfolds the Riddle. (Opening the. Letter, — 


Hum, hum, hum 0, tis for the publick Good, and 


muſt be communicated tothe Company. 


My Martin, 


F MI Y Father being afraid of an Impeachment 95 the. 


Rogues that are taxen to Night, is gone off; but if 
Vn can procure him a Pardon, heli make great Diſcoveries 


that may be uſeful to the Country: - Con'd I have met you 


inſtead of your Maſter to Night I wou'd ha ue deliver'd my- 
ſelf into your Hands, with a Sum that much exceeds that 
in your ſtrong Box, which | have ſent you, with an Aſſu- 
rance to my dear Martin, that I ſhall ever be his moſt faith- 
ful Friend till Death, © 


Cherry Boniface; 


There's a Billet-doux for you——As forthe Father, I think 
he ought to be encouraged, and for the Daughter — Pray, 


my Lord, perſuade your Bride to take her into her Service. 


inſtead of Gipſcy. 

Aim. I can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliverance was 
owing to her Diſcovery. . 

Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without the 
Obligation. I'll take care of her. 

Sir Ch. This good Company meets opportunely in fa- 
vour ofa Deſign 1 have in behalf ot my untortunate Siſter, 
L intend to part her from her Husband — Gentlemen, wii} 
you aſſiſt me ? 

Arc» Aſſiſt you! Sdeath, who wou'd not? 
Count. Aſſt! Garzoon, we all aſſiſt. 


7 * 
1 


Arch. Rot the Money, my Wench is gone Scavex 


| 
' 
| 
4 
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Enter Sullen. 

Sul. What's all this? — They tell me, Spouſe, that 
you had like to have been robb'd. 

Mrs. Sul. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty near it Had. 
not theſe two Gentlemen interpos'd. 

Sul. How came theſe Gentlemen here? 

Mrs. Sal. That's his way of returning Thanks, you muſt 
know. 

Count, Garzoon, the 7 be apropo, for all dat. 

Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt Night. Sir, that you. would: 
deliver your Lady to me. this Morning. 


Sul. Humph. 
Arch Humph! What do you mean by Humph;-— 
Sir you ſhall deliver: In ſhort, Sir, we have ſav'd : 


has and yeur Famity; and if you are not civil, we'll un- 
ind the Rogues, join with em, and ſer Fire to your. 
Houſe What. do's the Min mean? Not part 
with his Wife, | 

Count. Ay, Garzoon,. de: Man no under ſtand common» 
Iuſtice. | 
Mrs. Sul. Hold, Gentlemen, al Things here muſt 
move by Conſent, Compulſion would ſpoil us; let ny 
Dear and I talk the matter over, and you ſhall judge be- 
tween us. 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges 
Prax, Sir, who are you! | 

SirCh. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take away 
your .W ite. 

Sul. And you, good Sir ? 

Aim. Charles Viſcount Aimwell, come to take away - 
your Siſter, | 455 

Sud. And you pray, fir 2 

Arch. Francis Archer, Eſq; come 

Sul. To take away my Mother, I Hope Gentle- - 
men, you're heartily welcome; 1 never met with three 
more obliging People ſince 1 was born — And now, my: 
Dear, if you pleaſ you ſhall have the firſt Word. 

Arch. And:the laſt tor ave Pound: 

Mrs. Sul. Spouſe + 

Sul. Rib. 

Bus. Sul. How long have we been marry'd? - 


* 
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Sul. By the Almanack fourteen Months But by my 


Account fourteen Vears. | 

Mrs. Sul. "Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. 

Count. Garzoon, their Account will agree. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for? 

Sul. To get an Heir to my Eſtate, 

Sir Ch. And bave you ſucceeded ? 

Sul. No. 

Arch. The Condition fails of his ſide——_Pray, Na- 
dam, what did you marry for? 

Mrs. <ul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by the 
Strength of his, and toenjoy the Pleaſures of an agreeable 
Society. | 

Sir Ch. Are your Expectations anſwer's ? 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

Count. A clear Caſe, a clear Caſe, 

Sir Ch. What are the Bars to your mutual Content - 
ment? 

Mrs. Sul. In the firſt Place I can't drink Ale with him, 

Sul. Nor can] drink Tea with her. 

Mrs. Sul. I can't Hunt with you. 

Sul. Nor can I Dance with you. 

Mrs. Sul. I hate Cocking and Racing. 


Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Picquet. 88 


Mrs. Sul. Your Silence is intolerable, 
Sul. Your Prating is worſe. 


Mrs, Sul. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to each 


other — A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 
Sul. A frighttul Goblin to the Sight. 
Mrs. Sul. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 
Sul. Perpetual Wormwodd to the Taſte. 
Mrs. Sul. Is there on Earth a thing we cou'd agree in? 
Sul. Les To part. 5 
Mrs. Sul. With all my Heart. 
Sul. Vour Hand. 
Mrs. Sul. Here. 
Sul. Theſe Hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part u... 
awa 
— North. 
Sul. South. 


Mrs. Sl. Eaſt. 


bo 


Fel. 
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Sul. Weſt Far as he Poles aſunder. 

Count. Begar the Ceremony be vera prettx. 

Sir Ch, Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my Siſter's 
Fortune to make us cake. 

Suk Sir Charles, you love your Siſter, and I love her 
Fortune; every one to his Fancy. 

Arch. Then you won't refund 

Sul. Not a Stiver, 

Arch. Then 1 find, Madam, you muſt e' en go to your 
Priſon again. 

Count. What is the Portion. 

Sit Ch, Ten thouſand Pound, Sir. 

Count. Gar zoon, I'll pay it, and ſhe ſhallgo home wid 
me. 

Ach. Ha, ha ha, French all over Do you know, 
Sir, what Ten thouſand Pound Engliſh is? 

Cut. No, begar, not juſtement. ; 

Arch. Why, Sir, *tis a hun'ired thouſand Livres, 

Count. A hundicd thouſand Livres ---A Garzoon, me 
cannodo't; your Beau: ies and their Fortunes are both oo 
much for me. 

Arch. Then Iwill. — This Night's Adventure has 
prov'd ſtrangely lucky to us all For aptain Gibbet 
in his walk has made bold, Mr. Sallen, with your Study 
and Eſer tore, and had taken out all rhe Writings of your 
Eſtate, all th: Articles of Marriazc with this Lady, Bils, 
Bonds, Leaſes Receipts to an .nfinite Value; took em 
trom him, and Ide'iver thera to Sir harles. 

(Gives him a Parcel of Papers and Parchments. 

Sul. How, my Writings' my Head akes conſumedly 
Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, but 1 
can't talk, If you have a mind, Sir Carles. to be m rry, 
and celebrate my Siſter's Wedding, and my Divorce, you 
may command my Houſe - but my fle. d akes conſumed- 
ly —Scrub, bring me a Dram. | 

Arch, Madam, (To Mrs, Sullen.) there's a Coun'ry 
Dance to the Trifle th.t Iiung to Day; your Hand, and 
well lead i up. 


Here 


i 
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Herea DANCE. £4 


Arch. *Twou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe Parties 
is the better pleas'd, the Couple join'd, or the Couple part- 
ed. The one rejoicing in hopes pf an untaſted Happineſs, 
and the other in their deliverance from an experienc'd 
Miſcry. 


Both happy in their veral States we find, 
Thoſe parted by Conſent, and thoſe con ſoin d. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee, 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet you free. 


The End of the Fifth A C T. 
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Deſiga'd to be ſpoke in the B AUX STAATA GEN 


FF to our Play your Judgment can't be kind, 3 
Let its expiring Author pity ſind. | | 7 
Survey his mournſul Caſe with melting Eyes, 2 3 
Nor let the Bard be Damn d before he Dies; | 1 


Forbear you Fair on His laſt Scene to frown, 

But his true Exit with a Plaudit Crown : 

Then ſhall the dying Poet ceaſe to fear 

The dreadful Knell, while your Applanſe he hears, 
At Leuctra ſo, the Conqu'ring Theban dy'd, 
Claim'd his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny d: 


Pleas'd in the Pangs of Death he greatly thought Ih 

Conqueſt with loſs of Liſe but cheaply bought. 1 

The Difference this, the Greek was one wou d fight, _ 

A: Brave, tho' not ſo Gay as Serjeant Kite. =D 

Ye Sons of Wills what*s that to thoſe who Write ? =” .: 

To Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays, x 2 

You may the Bard above the Hero raiſe, 2 2 

Since yours is greater than Athenian Praiſe. | | * ; 

"Xs 

| "Ba 


. = 


